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D YOUNG. 


$1R, 


F have no design in this dedication, but to express my 


| gratitude for the pleacure and advantage I have receiv- 


ed from your poem on the Lasr JupcMENT, and the Pa- 
raphrase on part of the Book of Job.. 


The author of these LxTTERS f above any view of 


interest; and can have no prospect of reputation, rerolv- 
ing to be concealed. But rf they prove a Serious enter- 
= :ainment to persons whose letrure-hours are not always 
== :nnocently employed, the end ts fully answered. 


The greatest infidel must own, there is at least as. 


| much probability in this scheme, as in that of the Fairy 


Tales; which, however visionary, are some of them- 


| moral and entertaining. 


T hm, 
SIR, 


Fur most humble gervant, Oc. 


— 


THE PREFACE. 


Los drift of these letters is, to impres the notion 


of the soul's immortality ; without which, all vir- 


tue and religion, with their temporal and eternal 


good consequences, must fall to the ground. 


Som, who pretend to have no scruples about the 


being of a God, have yet their doubts about their 


on eternal existence, though valuable authors a- 


bound in Christian and moral proofs of it. 


Bor since no means zhould be left unattempted 


in a point of such importance, I hope endeavour- 
ing to make the mind familiar with the thoughts 


of our future existence, and contract, as it were 


unawares, an habitual persuasion of it, by writings 


built on that foundation, and addressed to the af- 


fections and imagination, will not be thought im- 
proper, either as a doctrine, or amusement: A- 
musement, for which the world makes by far the 


largest demand, and which, generally speaking, is 


nothing but an art of forgetting that immortality, 


the firm belief and advantageous contemplation of 
which this amusement would recommend. 
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LET T ERS 
| | FROM THE | | 
DEAD TO THE LIVING. 
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LETTER I, 


I 75 the Earlof R #23, from Mr s is «= 


promited to appear to him afier his death, 
— | 4s N 5 


| 4 290 will find you, my Lord, confirmed. in your. 
infidelity by your late disappointment. It was not 
in my power to give you the evidence of a future 
state which you desired, and I had rashly promised; 
but fince this engagement was a secret to every mor- 
tal but ourselves, you must be assured that this comes 
from your deceased friend, whose friendship, you 
see, has reached beyond the grave. 


In my last sickness we fixed on the time and place 


of my appearance; you was punctual to the appoint- 
ment: for though I was not permitted to make my- 
self visible, I had the deſire to know if you had the 
resolution to attend the solemnity of a visit from the 
9 Dead. The hour was come, the clock from a neigk- 
bouring steeple struck ane, no human voice was 
Eh Lheard to break the awful silence; the. moon and 
stars shone clear in their midnight splendour, and 
1 glimmered through the trees, OI in loſty rows, 


J. olume J. A 


* ! LETTERS 


led to the centre of a grove where I was engaged 
to meet you. 

I saw you enter the walks with a careless incre- 
dulous air, not the least concern or expectation ap- 
peared in your looks ; as if you came there only in 
regard to your own word, and a sort of respect to 
my memory : however, the calmness of the night 
induced you to waik till the morning began to break, 
when you retired, singing an idle song you had got 
out of the Fairy Tales. By the gaiety of your temper 
you seemed pleased, my Lord, with a new proof 
against a future life, and happy to find yourself (as 
you concluded) on a level with the beasts that pe- 
rish. A glorious advantage ! and worthy of Fw 

triumph ! 

But we have $0 often discoursed on this subject, | 
that I would not tire you with the repetition of any 
thing past; only once more, to make way to your 
reason, by moving your passions, in recollecting the 
manner of your brother's death, which was all a de- 
monstration of the immortality of the soul, and to 
what heights of fortitude that prospect could raise 
the heart of man, at the hour of terror, and i in the 
Jaws of Death. 

With what a ready composure did he endure the 
. violence of his distemper! with what conviction and 
full assurance expect the reward of his piety.! with 
what calmness, with what a graceful resignation, 
did he receive the sentence of death, when (at his 
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importunity) the physicians told him there were no 
hopes of his een © fThen I have but a few 


weary steps, he replied, « and the journey of Life- 
will be finished.“ 


This was not a time for affectation; all Was open 
undissembled goodness, and a true greatness of 
mind: nothing else could have supported lim, when 
every circumstance of life conspired to allure him 
back to life, to deepen the shadows of the grave, 
and make the King of Terrors more terrible. 

There was not, my Lord, among the race of men, 
a more lovely and agreeable person than your bro- 
ther; his marriage was just concluded with the 
charming Cleora, he had just finished a noble seat 
and fine gardens to receive her. When he was near 
death ſhe came, at his requeſt, to take a last and sad 
farewell; angels might have sorrowed to see tears 
in the brightest eyes on earth, while her tenderness 
for him would have disguised her anguish: this, 
with the ſight of a fond young sister fainting in her 
woman's arms, your aged father sicting near, silent 
and stupid with his grief: what could support the 
mind of man in such complicated distress ? The ac- 
complished youth, who had all that was gentle and 
humane in his disposition, must have betrayed some 
| weakness, if he had not been assisted by a power su- 
perior to nature. But how equal, how steady was 
his mind how becoming, how graceful, his whoſe, 
bchavinhe never was he laſt, the closing, part of 

Ee 1 


4 N LETTERS 
life performed with more decency and grandeur: 
his reason was clear and elevated, and his words 
were the very langvage of immortality, and excited 
at the same time both pity and envy in those that 
were near him, 

When the cold sweats hung on his brows, and : 
his breath and speech failed, joy struggled through 
the decay of Nature, and a heavenly smile sat on his 
face; a smile that at once compelled our tears, and 
accused us of weakness in them. 

You, my Lord, attended him to the last moment 
of life; and, when I pressed this argument of a fu- 
ture state, you confessed, that though you thought 
religion a deluſion, it was the most agreeable delu- 
sion in the world; and that men who flattered them- 
selves with those gay viſions had much the advan- 
tage of those that saw nothing before them but a 
gloomy uncertainty, or the dreadful hope of an an- 
nihilation. | 2865 

From this uncertainty I was very solicitous to 
draw you, while J was in a mortal state; but I have 
now a more ardent deſire to convince you, though 
I cannot obtain'the permission to give you that evi- 
dence you requested : however, this letter may sa- 
tisfy you that J am in a state of existence; nor is 
an apparition from the Dead a greater miracle than 
a variety of objects that daily surround you, and 

owe the loss of their effect to your familiarity with 
them. 


A 
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Happy minds in this superior state are still con- 
cerned for the welfare of mortals, and make a thou- 


Land kind visits to their friends; to whom, if the 
klaus of the immaterial worlds did not forbid, it 
IT would be easy to make themselves visible, by the 


| splendour of their own vehicles, and the command 
they have on the powers of material things and the 
organs of ſight : it often seems a miracle to us that 
you do not perceive us ; for we are not absent from 
you by places, but by the different condition of the 


== /ates we are in. 


You will find this in your closet, and may be a8- 
sured it comes from 


Your constant 
And immortal friend, 
 CLERIMONT. 


LETTER” N. 


From a Gentleman who died at Conflantinople, to his 
Friend in England, giving him an account of his death. 


Your not hearing from me, my dear Beville, has 
given you too many dismal apprehensions about the 
manner of my death; and the engagements of a 
generous friendship, which are not extinguished 
with the breath of life, oblige me to give you this 
satisfaction. | 


43 


LETTERS 


I made a longer stay at Constantinople than I 
intended, and there it pleased Heaven that I ſhould 
resign my life, which, for some months, gradually 
declined, but without any violent or painful disor- 
der, or indeed the least apprehension that my dis- 
temper was fatal: but my days were numbered; 
and when the destined hour drew near, after a sleep- 
less night I rose with the sun; and, as I had never 
been so ill as to confine myself, I sought some re- 
freshment in one of those delicious gardens that a- 
dorn the shores of the Bosphorus. 
After a short walk I found my spirits sinking, 
and, retiring to a cypress shade, I threw myself on a 
flowery bank for ſome refreshment : a gentle slum- 


* . 


ber soon closed my eyes, which was thrice broken 


by what I then thought an imaginary call; the 


voice perfectly resembled the charming Almeria's, Wl 
whose death, you know, was the occasion of my i 


travels. I was now perfectly awake, and listening 


to hear the gentle summons again; but found I 9 
had neither strength to rise, nor power to call as- Wl 
sistance: an icy coldness stopped the springs of life, 
and after a little struggle, my spirit got unburthen- 1 
ed of its clay; the curtain fell, and the invisible Kb 
world appeared. The firſt gentle spirit that wel- be. 
comed me to these new regions was the lovely Al- 
meria; but how dazzling ! how divinely fair ! ec- WM 
stacy was in her eyes, and inexpressible pleasure in 
every smile! her mien and aspect more soft and | 
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propitious than ever was feigned by poets of their 
goddess of Beauty and Love: what was airy fiction 
lere, was bere all transporting reality. With an 


| inimitable grace she received me in to her etherial 
chariot, which was sparkling sapphire studded with 
gold; it rolled with a spontaneous motion along 


4 W the heavenly plains, and stopped at the Morning 


Star, our destined habitation. But how shall I de- 
Scribe this fair, this fragrant, this enchanting land 
of Love! the delectable vales and flowery lawns, 
the myrtles shades and rosy bowers; the bright cas- 


WF cades and erystal rivulets rolling over orient pearls 


and sands of gold, which here spread their silent 
waves into broad transparent lakes, smooth as the 
face of Heaven, and there break with rapid force 


WE through arching rocks of diamond and purple ame- 


thyst; plants of immortal verdure creep -up the 


sparkling cliffs, and adorn the prospect with un- 
speakable variety. 


1 O, my Beville! could I lead you through the 


luxurious bowers and soft recesses where Pleasure 
keeps its eternal festivals, and revels with guiltless 
and unmolested freedom ! whatever can raise de- 


ire, whatever can give delight, whatever can satis- 


fy the soul in all the boundless capacities of joy, is 

found here! every wish is replenished with full 

draughts of vital pleasure, such as elevate angelic 

minds, and gratify the noblest ſaculties of immor- 

tal r Oh, Beville ! my Almeria! is as much 
A 4 


8 ere 


superior to her former self here as I thought her 
guperior to the rest of her sex upon earth. 
ALTAMONT. 


LETTER III. 


To the Counters of * * * ®, from her only ſon, who died 
when he was two years old 


Your grief is an allay to my happiness the only 
sentiment my infant state was conscious of was a 
fondness for you, which was then pure instinct and 
natural *Sympathy, but is now gratitude and filial 
affection. As soon as my spirit was released from 
its uneasy confinement, I found myself an active 
and reasonable being; I was transported at the ad- 
vantage and superior manner of my existence: the 
first reflection I made was on my lovely benefac- 
tor, for I knew you in that relation in my infant 
state; but I was surprised to see you weeping o- 
ver the little breathless form from which I thought 

myself so happily delivered, as if you had lamented 
my escape. The fair proportion, the agility, the 
splendor, of the new vehicle that my spirit now in- 
formed was so blessed an exchange, that I wonder- 
ed at your grief; for I was so little acquainted 
with the difference bf material and immaterial bo- 
dies, that I thought myself as visible to your sight 
. as you was to mine. I was excecdingly moved at 
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your tears, but was ignorant why, unless bene 
your's was the most beautiful face, next my guar- 
dian angel's, I had ever seen; and that you re- 
sembled some of the gay forms that used to recre= 
ate my guiltless slumbers, and smile on me in gen- 
tle dreams: I was then ignorant of your maternal 
relation o me, but remembered that you had been 
my refuge in all the little distresses of which I had 
but a faint notion. I left you unwillingly in the 
height of your calamity, to follow my radiant guide 
to a place of tranquillity and joy, where I met thou- 
sands of happy spirits of my own order, who in- 
formed me of the history of my native weld, fon 
whose inhabitants I have a peculiar benevolence, 
and cannot help interesting myself in their wel- 
fare: but as I never discerned between good and 
evil, nor experienced the motives that governed the 
race of men, I am, I confess, astonished at their 
conduct, and find their joys and sorrows to be all 
strange and unaccountable. I have made visits to 
the lower world since my decease; the first that I 
made was from a tender concern to know if you 
was satisfied with the disposal of Heaven in my 
early fate; but I was surprised to find, after sever- 
al months were past, your grief oppressed every 


thought, and clouded all the. j Joys of your life, 25 


vhich made me very inquisitive into my own his- 
tory. I asked the Celestial wha was your attend- 
ant why I was so much lamented, and of what con- 
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thought: the mentioning 1t a ridicule on mortal 


_ $£85ed of the whole earthly globe, what use could 


and vallies, trees and rivers, the mines and ca- 
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sequence my life would have been to the public or 
my own family, ſince those fair eyes were yet 
drowned in tears for one that had made such a 
short and insignificant appearance below? As for 
the public, the gentle minister told me, there was 
a hazard I might have proved a blessing or curse; 
but that I was the only hope of an illustrious fa- 
mily, and heir to a vast estate and distinguished 
title; and pointing to a coat of arms, told me that 
was tne badge of my dignity ; the noble seat we 
had in view, with the gardens, fields, the woods 
and parks that surrounded it, were all my entail- 
ed possession. A goodly possession | I replied, and 
proper for the four-footed animals that 1 behold 
feeding on the verdant pasture | but of what use 
these fields and woods had been to one that had 
an immortal spirit 1 cannot conceive ; and for-a 
title, what happiness could an airy syllable, an 
empty sound, bring with it? The coat of arms I 
took for such a toy, that if burlesque had not been 
beneath. the dignity of an angel, I should have 


* „ 
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men. I cannot conceive wherein the charm, the 
gratification, of these things consist : if I were pos- 


I make of this gross element, the dregs of the cre- 
ation ! I have no dependance on water, or fire, or 
earth, or air; it is unintelligible to me that hills, 
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verns under their feet, any more than the clouds 


= that fly over their heads, should be the wealth of 
reasonable creatures; they may keep their posses- 


sions unenvied by me; I am glad I did not live 
long enough to make so wrong a judgment, nor to 
acquire a relish for such low enjoyments. I am 
80 little concerned for the loss of such an inheri- 
tance, that if the Black Prince of the airy regions 
claimed my share, I would not dispute his title, 


though he i is my aversion and your foe. 
So superior, Madam, are my present circum- 


stances to that of the greatest monarch under the 
sun, that all earthly grandeur is pageantry and 
farce compared to the real, the innate, dignity which 
I now possess. I am advanced to celestial glory, 
and triumph in the heights of immortal life and 


pleasure, whence pity falls on the kings of the 


earth. 
If you could concelve my happiness, instead of 


the mournful solemnity with which you interred 


me, you would have celebrated my funeral rites 
with songs and festivals. Instead of the thought- 
less thing you lately smile on and carressed, I am 
now in the perfection of my being, in the eleva- 


tion of reason. Instead of a little extent of land, 


and the propriety of so much space to breathe m, 
] tread the starry pavement, make the circuit of 
the skies, and breathe the air of paradise. ' I am 


secure of eternal duration, and independent but 


* 


12 Iiir 
on the Almighty, whom I love and adore, as the 
fountain of my being and blessedness. 
Pardon me, Madam, it is you now seem the 
infant, and I repay you that superior regard and 
tenderness which you lately bestowed on me. 
Nakcissus. 


— 


LETTER IV. 


To my Lord * * * *, from a young lady 0 war ia 
a convent at Florence. 


Mr Lord, finding materials in your closet, I took 
the opportunity of your absence, to give you this 
iatelligence of my death. The hand will convince 
you that it comes from your once loved Echelinda. 

I lived but a few weeks after you left Italy; such 
was the excess of my grief, though a strict modes- 
ty still forced me to conceal my unhappy paſſion 
from the most intimate companions I had. After 
I had discovered it to you, I durst confess the guilty 
secret to none but the compassionate and forgiving 
Powers above, who assisted my weakness, and con- 
firmed my resolution, never to comply with any of 
those schemes you proposed to free me from my 
confinement. You had, indeed, convinced me that 
the vows I had made were rash and uncommanded ! 


but, oh! it was past; saints and angels heard it, 
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the all-seeing skies were invoked to witness the 
chaste engagement; it was sealed above, and en- 
tered in the records of Heaven. Thus hopeless 
was my passion! Perjury and sacrilege stood in all 
their horrors. before me, ruin and eternal perdition 
were betwixt us: and yet that J loved you, my 
Lord, Thad too often subscribed to that soft con- 
fession to leave you any doubt of it; nor was the 
tender frailty without excuse, if all the merit man 
could boast, if every grace that Nature could give, 
or gentle Art improve, deserved distinction; it had 
been a crime to have been insensible in any circum- 
$tance but mine. Strange circumstance! that could 
make it virtue to look coldly on you. 1 

There was the emphasis of my misery, mine was 
2 heart devoted to superior ardours, and sacred to 
Heaven alone; that Heaven, which is my impartial 
judge and witness how sincerely I strove to blot you 
from my soul. But neither reason, nor the nicest 
dense of honour, nor even devotion, could assist 
me; still you returned on my imagination trium- 
phant in all your charms : hopeless of the conquest, 
I gave myself up to grief and despair, resolving 
never to attempt my escape from the holy retreat 
| to which my vows had confined me, but rather to 
fall a victim to the sacred names of Chastity and 
Truth. Heaven accepted the sacrifice, and Death, 
my kind deliverer, at once released me from mise- 
ry and mortality; the crystal gates opened a spa- 
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cious entrance, and the blest immortals received 
me into the mansion of Life and Bliss. 

Whatever was feigned of Elysian Fields, and 
Cyprian groves, is here without delusion surpassed; 
these are the imperial seats, the native dominions, 
of Love; here his holy torch flamed out with pro- 
pitious splendour, and his golden shafts are dipt in 
immortal joys; here are no vows that tear us from 
our wishes, no conflict betwixt Passion and Virtue; 
what we like we admire, what we admire we enjoy, 
nor is it more our happiness than commendation 
$0 to do. 

That unhappy passion which was my torment 
and crime, is now my glory and boast; nothing 
selfish or irregular, nothing that needs restraint or 
disguise, mingles with the noble ardour; it is all 
calm and beneficent, becoming the dignity of rea- 
son, and the grandeur of an immortal mind, and 
is as lasting as its essence; when the lamps of Hea- 
ven are quenched, when the sun has burnt out its 
splendour, this divine principle shall shine with un- 
diminished lustre, the joy and triumph of the hea- 

| venly nations. The substance of love, my Lord, 
a wells in Heaven, its shadow only is to be found 
1 upon earth. 

i ErkRLIxpA. 
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LETTER . 


"TEE 


You remember, as we were, on a clear summer 
evening, gazing on the beauty of the stars, I pro- 
| mised, if you survived me, to give you an account 
| of the planetary worlds, and their inhabitants; ; 
I have not made half the tour of the skies, but 
will, if I can, describe to you the last of these no- 
velties in which I entertained myself. It was in 
a region immense spaces distant from that system 
which is enlightened by your sun, and created 

numberless ages before the foundation of the earth 
were laid; and the measure thereof described be- 
fore the Day- spring knew its place, and the bounds 
of Darkness were determined; before Man was 
formed of the ground, and the Almighty breathed 
into him a living soul; an unmeasurable duration 
before this the unlimited Creator had made and 
peopled millions of glorious worlds. The inhabi- 
tants of this which I am describing, stood their 
provation, and are confirmed in their original rec- 
titude, but will never be admitted into the em- 
| pyrean Heaven, being incapable of that supreme 
degree of happiness which angels and the spirits 
of just men attain ; however, they are exempt from 
all evil, blessed to the height of their faculties and 
| conceptions, and are privileged with immortality. 
Their deinen may properly be called the En- 
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chanted World; whatever you have heard fabled 
of Fairy scenes, of vocal groves, and palaces rising 
to magic sounds, is all real here, and performed 
by the easy and natural operations of these active 
spirits. I have in an instant seen palices ascend 
to a majestic height, sparkling as the stars, and 
transparent as. the unclouded ether: I might de- 
scribe them like the courtly Prophet; Their walls 
cc ere with fair colours, their foundations sapphire, 
« the windows of agate, and the gates of car- 
ce buncle.” Their materials here are all glitter- 
ing and refined, not like the earthly globe, dark 
and heavy. These etherials are the nicest judges 
of symmetry and proportion; and, by the disposi- 
tion of light and shade, and the mixture of a thou- 
sand dazzling colours, form the most charming 
prospects: they have such a command and know- 
ledge of the powers of Nature, that in an instant 
they raise a variety of sylvan scenes, and carry 
the perspective through verdant avenues and flow- 
ery walks to an unmeasurable length; while living 


fountains cast up their ſilver spouts, and form 


glittering arches among the trees, of growth and 
verdure not to be expressed. 

They are acquainted with all the utmoſt my- 
ſteries of sound, and are possessed with the very | 
soul of Harmony: Art is theirs in all its changing 


notes, its blandishments and graces; whatever 


Nature can boast in her wild licentious charms is 
3 
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governed by them; the winding vales, the streams 
and groves, breathe muſic at their command: 
the nightingale and dying swan seem to complain 
to gentle zephyrs Whispering through the trees, 
while a thousand airy songsters warble to the mea - 
sured fall of high cascades; which, by intervals, 
ſinking into a deep ſilence, after a graceful pause, 
shrill recorders and ſilver trumpets sound, while 
harmless thunders roll above, and break with a 
glorious solemnity : still the blissful tempest rises, 
and swells the mind to sacred grandeur and se- 
raphic elevation, till subdued and melted into soft- 
ness by the melody of tuneful reeds, warbling lutes, 
and sweet enchanting voices of the Lydian strain. 
The language of this charming region is perfect- 
ly muſical and elegant, and becoming the fair in- 
habitants, who are fresh and rosy as the opening 
morning, clear as the meridian light, and fragrant 
as the breath of jessamin or new-blown roses. How 
exquiſitely proportioned their shapes ! their aspect 
how transporting |! how gentle, how charming, be- 
yond all the race of mortal men ! never did the 
eyclids of the morning open on such perfection; 
never did the sun, since first it journeyed through 
the skies, behold such beauty, nor can human 
fancy, in its most inspired fights, conceive ouch 
amiable wonders. | | 
Perhaps, in all my planetary rambles, I shall 


not be able to give you an account of any objects 
Volume J. 
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more surprising: but while I am permitted I shall 
continue my intelligence to the most agreeable 

friend I had on earth; and, be assured, when you 
are released from mortality, you will meet, in spite 

of distance of time and place, (those mortal foes 
to love upon earth,) | 
Your constant and unchanged 
Joxtus. 


— —_—— 


LETTER vi. 
21 22 


Mr dear sister, though the engagements of Na- 
ture are cancelled, the superior obligations of 
Virtue remain in their full force. You have been 
faithful to my memory, and the strict rules of 
piety, though it has proved of fatal consequence 
to the unhappy man who was lately my husband, 
and, by that relation, a brother to you. With 
inward grief and compaſſion I saw the guilty in- 
elination, but never uttered the least complaint, 
nor gave him one uneasy moment. I knew your 
mind as faultless as your form, and saw you go- 
verned in all your conduct by conscious Honour 
and unblemished Virtue: Envy itself could not 
have reproached you with the least deviation from | 
modesty and truth; nor was the promise I would | 


— (cr 
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have ex tortedd Som the guilty youth on my death- 
bed the effect of jealousy, but a kind design to 
reclaim him, and free you from his importunity, 
if I could have engaged him, as 1 desired, not 


to converse with you after my decease; but he 
was ſincere enough to refuse me; and, as soon as 


a slight formality would suffer him, he pursued his 
incestuous passion. Your obstinate repulses have 
at last the tragical effect I expected. From the mo- 


ment that he heard the day of your marriage with 


the illustrious Montandre was set, he resolved on 


the unnatural fact; and never was self- murder 


performed in a more calm and deliberate manner: 
he spent part of the evening with two of his friends, 
men of wit and learning; his discourse with them 
was all intended to prove the right a man has to 
dispose of his life, and put an end to his being, 
when it was rather his burthen than happiness. 
He returned to his house in a more eatly hour 


than usual, and, retiring to his chamber, called 
for a young and only daughter that I had left 


him. Taking her in his arms, while the lovely 
infant smiled on him, tears dropped from his eyes: 
when he would have blessed it, the unbelieving 


| prayer faultered on his tongue; and, delivering the 


child to its nurse, he ordered his servants to deny 
him to all company. As soon as he was alone he 
wrote that moving letter which you received; when 


| he had finished and sealed it, he took a Lucre- 
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tius from the table, and read and paused by in- 
tervals; at last, looking on his watch, just at 220 
he fastened his chamber- door, and drew his sword, 
repeating the following lines, which I wish had 
never been writ, as, I assure you, does the author 
of them too: | 


- Here's a quick relief 
To all thy vain imaginary grief ! 

For thou shalt sleep, and never wake again, 
And, quitting life, shalt quit thy living pain 
The worst that can befal thee, measur'd right, 
ls a sound slumber, and a long good night. 

Then directing the point exactly to his heart, 
he fell on his sword, and immediately expired, 
and left a tender orphan friendless and exposed. 
This is the motive of my writing to you, that you 
would take the charge of her education, and pro- 
tect her infant innocence. Be sure to perform 
this generous office, as you would prosper, and be 
yourself protected in any of the calamities of hu- 
man life. By deſiring you to make all possible 
provision for her happiness, I present you with an 


opportunity of promoting your own. 
| AMANDA. 
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LETTER VII. 
To * * * * | ; 


My dear Emilia, it will be impossible for me to 
give you the intelligence I promised from the in- 
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viſible regions, unless J could translate the lan- 
guage of Paradise into that of mortals: for here 
are a thousand beauties unrevealed, and a thou- 
sand delights unnamed, among the race of men; 
we drink at the fountain-head of happiness, and 
bathe in the rivers of immortal pleasure; the 
sprightly Hours dance along, crowned with love 
and unutterable ecstasy. 
You were witness to my dying agony; I saw 
your last kind tears, and gave up my breath in 
your arms. But how changed was the scene in a 
moment | from the gloom and horror of a death- 
bed to the smiles and songs of angels, who con- 
ducted me to the ethereal heights! a thousand 
dazzling wonders met my view; the Heavens in 
pomp unfolded their glories; the Paradise of God 
opened before me in all its blissful and transport- 
ing scenes! the happy Grove stood crowned with 
unfading verdue; the lucid Currents danced along 
over sands of gold; the charming Bowers display- 
ed their ever blooming pride, and breathed am- 
broſia; the Palaces of the heavenly Powers ascen- 
ded with exquisite magnificence, sparkling far be- 
yond all the glories of the lower skies, and re- 
sounding with the voice of Festivity and joy. 
The first gentle spirit that welcomed me to these 
bappy mansions was your charming brother, gay 
as the Cherubin; the heavenly Loves and Graces 
triumphed in all his form, vital Pleasure danced 
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in his eyes, Life and celestial Bloom sat smiling on 

his face, a wreath of unfading flowers circled his 
head, and a golden lute was in his hand, whose 
harmony, joined, to his melting voice, far surpas-. 
sed all description. That tender innocent passion 
L had long conceived for him kindled at the first 
interview, and has taken eternal possession of my 
soul. 

But how shall L make you zencible of what an 
anget's flowing song, in all the pomp of heavenly. 
harmony, would not fully describe] in what fi- 
gures of celestial eloquence shall I relate the loves 
of im mortal spirits; or tell you the height, the 
extent, the fulness, of their bliss ! All the soft en- 
gagements. an earth, the tender sympathies, and 
the most holy union that Nature knows, are but 
faint similitudes for the sanctity and grandeur of 
these divine enjoyments; hope and languishing 
expectation are no more, and all de ſire is lost in 
full and complete fruition: Love reigns in eter- 
nal triumph, here it governs every heart, and dwells 
on every tongue : 

They cans thetr golden harps tothe great nan 

Of Love, immortal Love, their darling theme: 
Ten thousand echoes through the lightsome plains 
_ Repeat the clear, the sweet, melodious strains: 
The fields rejoice, the fragrant groves around 
Blossom afcesh-at their enchanting sound: 
The heav'n of heav'ns, from dazzling; heights abo ve, 
Returns the name, and hails the pow'r, of Lore. 
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But, oh! when the fair face of eternal Love un- 
veils its original glories, and appears in the per- 
fection of uncreated Beauty, how wondrous, how 
ineffable, the vision! fulness of joy is in his pre- 
sence, rapture and inexpressible ecstasy: the fair- 
est seraph stops his lute, and, with a graceful 
pause, confesses the subject too great for his most 
exalted strain. How impetuously do the streams 
of immortal joy roll in, and 2 — aur 2 
of every heavenly mind 
Ye sacred Mysteries, unrevealed to men; ya 


Glories, unprofaned by mortal eyes, forgive the 


bold attempt that would describe you -The only 
description that mortals can conceive n you ie, 
chat you are not to be described. 


| | "Datta: 
LETTER VII. 


To ##### 


Won you had jus made me happy, and 8 a 
ed the most tender passion in the world with the 
possession of your charms, I was compelled to make 

a voyage to Spain: you saw the inward struggle of - 
my soul, and that I must suffer the anguish of deatii 
in leaving you, when you surprised me with the un- 
n generous offer to follow me 9 all 

5 4 


— 


a 2 2 4 A» — 0 0 — "heh * - * — . 
ng — * ds Te wy —— — Wa * — 2 — ay 
wn = — nu ang SRI . © | 
—C——_——_——— „„ — i : 
— 4 EEE WER 4 PPP — _ 
8 — — 
- — . — _ * - 2 
: - — 
n — = — = 
= 
— — 
— ; 
. — — - 


ome | GN 
S — wh — * << 

— . ES. I 

1 N 
— — 


— * 
—_—_ = 


— E 


— — 
— _ 2 "4 a 


— —— -—_— — 
— 2 — — 


— 


1 
i; 
$ | 
1 
1 
. 
Fi 
"2 
1 
* 
IS 
; 
C 
1 
1 
"EY 
[4 + 
: 
1 1 
| 1 
1 
1 
' 
- 
3 
r f 
1 
{ ; 
: 
1 
1 , 
. 
| 
Þ 
. 
6 
; i 
z f 
L 
; * 
8 
9 
„ 7 i! 
I '% 
U 
[1 
f ; i 
$4 — 
* +4 
fl ' 
= 
Mi 
64 f 
44: 
5 r 1 
= -. 
, . 
"i 4 [ 
= ! . 
15 | 
N | 
7 \'F 
j 1 : 
1 I 
1 G . 
ö 1 
1 
1 'F 
. 
c k 
* 3 
it \ * 
ith — 
|| 
| * 


7 | | 
if L 
! 
x : : 
1 N 11 
11 i 
1 
. 4 ” 
{+ F 
| k 
7 j 1 


— — 5 — 
— 
— . — 


„ | [pi eee 


the dangers of the seas. Charmed with the propo- 
sal, I took you at your word, and rashly ventured 
my darling treasure to the hazards of a voyage. I 


lost my life in your defence against an Algerine 


Corsair; the cause was just, and met with its ap- 
probation in the seats of Peace and Happiness; for 
my own lot, I could not wish it more advantageous; 
and for your's, such virtue in distress will be the 


peculiar care of Heaven. The Barbarian, that made 


you his prize, treated you with an unaccustomed 
gentleness; nor has the illustrious Bassa, that ran- 
somed you out of his power at an immense price, 
given you the least occasion of reproach: in the 
height of his passion he has always observed even 
the sanctity of the Christian rules, and treated you 
with a submission very different from the princi- 
ples and customs of his country. Though he has 
courted you to increase the number of his wives, he 


seems to have such an absolute command of him- 


self, even in the warmth of his youthful desires, that 
you need fear no violence from the generous Infi- 
del: but should the worst you imagine arrivł, 
Heaven has a thousand ways to protect your inno- 
cence : depend on that, and let not the extravagance 
of your grief persuade you that it is lawful to free 
yourself by the fatal opiate which you keep for that 


design. The heavenly Genii that attend you have 
made a thousand impressions on your sleeping fancy 
to warn you from the desperate attempt: sometimes 
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vou have been led through the desolate Shades 
where unhappy ghosts complain; ; the gloomy cab 
verns, the abodes of eternal Horror, have been 


opened to your view: sometimes the rewards of 


Patience and constant Virtue have displayed their 
glories to your pleased imagination; and, by the 
soft inspiring whispers of celestial beings, your rest- 
less thoughts have been composed, while the realms 
of Joy have unfolded their delights in visionary pros- 
pects to you: by heavenly scenes and gentle slum- 


bers your griefs were calmed, the tempest of your 
passions suspended: then quietly attend the e- 


vent, and the gentle Calicara will find a way to 
free you. Till Abubecar saw you, she was his dar- 
ling slave, and as he is handsome to admiration, 


she loved, and renounced the Christian faith for 


him; but still the fair apostate in her heart adores 
the name which her tongue has denied. This, 
though you are her rival, fills her soul with the soft- 


est compassion for you, and makes her abhor the 


task that her insolent master has imposed, of per- 


| $uading you to quit the possession of the heavenly 


truth, which is your happiness and glory: she is So 
far from giving you that infernal coungel, that she 
has, with tears and intreaties, persuaded you to die 
rather than abandon your glorious hopes and title 
to immortality ; nor will she rest till she has, by 
sogge means or other, secured you from Abubecar's 


importunity, of complying with which she has ex- 
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perienced the delusive and bitter consequence. 
Jour coldness and aversion, with the ascendant 
her wit and vivacity has on his temper, will soon 
recover the youthful wanderer, and restore her to 
an absolute empire over him; and then you are se- 
cure of a guiltless protection till you can give your 
friends in England intelligence of your circum- 
stances, who will soon pay your ransom, which no 
one can for virtue lost. | 


In the mean time, if you love my memory, mo- 
derate the excess of your grief for my death, which, 
however tragical it appeared, was glorious and hap- 
for me. I fell in the ardour of a brave action, 
in the defence of your beauty and liberty, and my 
own life; the wounds I received gave a free pas- 
sage to my soul, which took its flight with no other 
regret than that of parting with you, if it may be 
called a separation; for I have been your constant 
attendant in my invisible state, your unseen com- 
panion in the beautiful walks and bowers, where 
you so frequently spend your hours of retirement. 
I should with pleasure hear you repeat my name, 
as 1 often do, and in the softest language express 
the constancy of a virtuous passion, could you re- 
strain those floods of tears, and be more resigned 
to the will of Heaven; but let this assure you that 
Lam in the height of happiness, and when your 
own life is finished, we shall meet to part no more; 
vhich cireumstance, though you, through your par- 
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tiality. for. me, may too highly value, believe me, 


this places 
AMINTOR-. 


LETTER 1X. 
To Sni 


From the fragrant bowers, the eyer-blooming ſields, 
and lightsome regions of the Morning Star, I wish. 
health and. every blessing to the charming Ys 
the blessing of the earth! - 

I have a secret to reveal to you of greatest im- 
portance to your present and future happiness. Lou. 
are as much a stranger to your own. rank and cir- 


I met a fair spirit, who informed me, that when 
she was a mortal I was her son, and not the heir of 
the Earl of ——, as was supposed; and that the 
Lord — is your own brother. It is necessary 
that you should know and discover this to him, 
which will prevent that innocent fondness which, 
he now indulges for you from growing i into a guil· 
ty passion. 


the noble family you are in, and as a companion to 


the young ladies, who are really your sisters. The 
mystery is this: My Lord, * father, had sever- 


\ 


you will find it by much the smallest blessing of 


cumstances as I was to mine till I came here, where; 


Lou have been etncated only as a W on, 
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al daughters successively by the Countess, your m o- 
ther, but no lawful heir, which made him fond of 
a natural son that he had by a mistress: his affec- 
for him was so extravagant, that he contrived to 
settle his estate on him: this gave your mother such 
anxiety, that her jealousy and avers ion to the youth 
put her on this rash design, when she was with 
child, to exchange it, if it proved a daughter. My 
mother, who was married out of her service, and 
in whom she could entirely confide, was with child 
of me at the same time: their time of delivery was 
very near together; my mother had a son, and you 
proved a daughter: the affair was managed with 
such dexterity, that I was exchanged, and passed 
without suspicion for the Countess's son, and you. 
was received by my mother, and supposed to be 
her daughter. Within a year the Countess had 
really a son; but she dying as soon as she was de- 

livered, the secret was undiscovered, 
I lived a guiltless impostor till I was ten years : 
old, when a sudden decay withered my tender 
bloom; but as I had been bred in the strictest no- 
tions of picty and truth, without any childish pre- 
| judices, or slavish fears, 1 expected my approach- | 
ing end, whilst Death made his advances armed 
with a golden-headed dart. J had no notions of 
misery, all my expectations were bright, though 
imperfect, of some Paradise beyond the grave; and 
closing my eyes, I fell asleep, and waked to immor- 
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tal life and happiness. Ali that was past looked 
like a dream, like an airy image of I know not what. 
Some notion I had of a God, and my dependence 
on him ; but how different from the illumination 
that broke in on my soul the moment that it threw 
off its mortal veil | it was then I began to live and 
reflect: it was then I found myself a rational be- 
ing, and looked back with contempt on the insig- 
nificant part I had been acting : the memory of my 
original follies, the childish baubles and toys that 
had just before been my diversion, would have gi- 
ven me some confusion, if my case had been singu- 
lar; but I met thousands of gay spirits newly re- 
leased, who had performed their short task, and fi- 
nished their trifling farces of life; at the same time 


transported at their present superior circumstances, 


they made the most agreeable reflections on their 
past state. What grandeur, what vivacity, what 
enlargement of their intellectual powers! how 
Sparkling, how resembling the angels of God, their 
forms] while a perfect consciousness, and exact 
remembrance of what they were but a few mo- 
ments past, raised their joy and gratitude to the 
height, and recommended heaven itself. 

There was one circumstance in my early death 
that makes me look on it as a peculiar favour, in 
that I was removed by the just dispensation of 
Heaven from the possession of what is, in the 
strictest equity, your brother's right ; this reflec- 
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tion, from a principle of justice and truth, gave 
me an ine ffable satisfaction; since, if I had lived, 
I had been the unhappy, though innocent, usurper 
of a rank and inheritance to which I had not the 
least real title. This, with a thousand other ad- 
vantages, makes me bless the period that freed me 
from mortality; that happy moment that deliver- 
ed me from ignorance and vanity ; from the errors, 
the guilt, the miseries, of human life; of which, 
though T had but little experience, I am now fully 
informed of the state of my fellow-creatures, and 
with what toil and hazard a longer course of _ 
had been attended. 
I remember no engagement to the world but my 
affection for you; nor has Death effaced the ten- 
der impression; but what was then a natural sym- 
pathy is now a rational esteem. 1 view with plea- 
sure your growing virtue, and frequent my native 
world for your sake. There was something per- 
fectly engaging in the guiltless sorrow you expres» 
sed in my sickness; and when my eyes were clos- 
ed in death you would have watched the breathless 
clay, in hopes to wake me from the fatal slumbers 
again; nor could the gloomy solemnity of a room 
of state deter you from paying your visits to the 
silent reliques. If any thing could have tempted 
me to wish myself a mortal again, it would have 
been the tender tears you shed for me. The on- 
I intervals of human life I review wich pleasure 


5 
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are the hours I spent with you; this gentle passion 
was the stamp of Heaven on m soul, the first soft 
impression it received, and it gains new energy in 
these happy regions of pure beneficence and love. 
This gives me a constant solicitude, while I see your 
on the borders of such a temptation; you are yet 
perfectly guiltless, and have done nothing unbecom- 
ing the sanctity of Nature, and the chaste affec- 

tion of a sister for a brother, but you are on the 
very limits of danger; a step farther, the least ad- 
vance, involves you in sin and destruction. I know 
chis discovery will give you a secret horror, and 
quench every kindling desire: the purity of your 
virtue will start at the enchanting error that might 
have led you on to certain perdition; for young as. 
you are, the contagious spark is ready to kindle, 
and the lovely boy appears more alluring : your 
mutual conversation, and the early dawning of su- 
perior merit in both, endeared you to each other by 
such sentiments as only noble and virtuous minds 
experience: but as a more late discovery might 
have been fatal to your innocence and peace, I im- 
patiently attended an opportunity and method to 
| make you sensible of your danger. I know, though 
1 have been dead four years, yon still remember 
me, and I have often heard you name me, and seen 
you with delight gazing on my picture; this made 
me resolve to appear to you when I saw you. The 
first opportunity that pleased me you were sitting 
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gazing at your own reflection, and sticking flowers 
in your hair to adorn it for your young lover : I 
knew you had read of Fairies, and looked at paint- 
ed Cupids with delight; in such a poetical form I 
thought you would have heard my story, and LO 
n with my figure; 3 


V 
While youthful Splendour lighten'd in my eyes, 
Clear as the smiling glory of the skies, 

8 Sprinkled with radiant. gold; a purple hue 
My wings display'd, my robe celestial blue; 
More white than flax my curling tresses flow'd, 
My dimpled cheeks with rosy beauty glow'd. 


those that glittered on your fan could have discom- 
posed you; but to my surprise, I saw you faint a- 
way before I had begun to speak to you: you soon 
recovered from the swoon, and returning to 'the 

« hHouse, told a story, which you found no body beliey- 
ed; so wise is the age in which you live as not to be 
imposed on ! You easily persuaded yourself it was 
no more than a dream: however, I durst attempt 
your courage no more, but give you this import- 
ant information this way; which, if you should 
not credit, you are undone. In this admonition 
your guardian angel joins with 

+ hs | ALExIs. 


I could not have believed a form more gay than 


LETTER X. 
To LEONORA. 


You story of seeing an apparition in the garden 


I perceive has frighted your whole famly, and not 
a mortal durst venture into the haunted walk, as 
they call it, after the sun sets but your brother, to 
whom I have not the least intention to show my- 
self: it was only to you, my charming Leonora, the 


visit was designed; I flattered myself your good 


sense, and uncommon presence of mind, would 
have guarded you from those unreasonable fears. 


As I expected, the fine evening induced you to 


take your accustomed walk. The sun was hardly 


set when you entered a long avenue of trees that 
led to a green flowery arch, which looked on a syl- 


van palace; here I seated myself in a human, and, 
as I thought, a very agreeable, figure and dress; 
and as much as possible disguising the splendour of 
immortality, 1 imitated my mortal form; and 80 


pleased myself, that by seeing me at a distance you 


might come nearer without surprise, or retire, if 
pyour courage failed. As soon as you perceived me 


you stopped, in some consternation, and seemed in 
suspense whether you should go nearer or make 


pour retreat: I durst not rise, nor make the least 


offer to follow, for fear you should take your flight 
with too much speed and disorder; and as you found 


iy * a very civil apparition, and would not intrude 


Folume 1. . 
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on your retirement, you went off with a sober and 
decent pace, often looking back to convince your- 
self that what you saw was real. As soon as you 
Had reached the house I shifted my material figure 
for one more becoming the dignity of the celestial 
condition; and being again invisible, I heard the 
fantastic relation you gave your brother, who told 
you it was all the effect of the spleen and obstinate 
grief you had indulged since my death: you still 
asserted the reality of what you told him, but he 
believed it no more than if he had heard it from 
the pulpit. 

You might have dismissed every thought of fear; 3 
I would not have injured you when I was a mortal 
liable to folly and error, much less in a state of per- 
ſection and happiness: there is not a spark of guilt 
or malignity left in virtuous minds when released 
from their earthly prison; all is gentle and kind, and 
their concern for human welfare is insane u more 
tender and disinterested than before. 

The terror with which men fly us would have 
something in it incredible, if we did not remember 
our own original folly and ignorance; but as we do, 

your strange apprehensions only divert and enter- 
tain us. If you thought justly, you would have 
more reason to run full speed from one another 
than from us, who have neither permission nor in- 
clination to injure, but are ready to screen you in a 
thousand dangers, and to promote your interest with 
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the most generous concern, while you are entirely 
ignorant of your benefactors. Were human organs 
more refined, and your perceptions heightened to 

a greater delicacy, you would see a thousand ethe- 
real forms in the full bloom of immortal beauty and 
undecaying life, not fashioned to give you terror, 
but love and delight. | 

You see, my dear Leonora, I would fain cure 
your prejudices, and reconcile you to the society of 
spirits, that you may sometimes permit me to warn 
your unguarded years when dangers and snares at- 
end you. 

You know your father left me the n of 
our fortune and beauty, so favourable was his 
MWopinion of me; this circumstance made me miser- 
ble, and at once cut off all my future views of 
uappiness. I had indulged a secret passion for you, 
and flattered myself you had the same for me; but 
F birth and fortune were much inferior to 
our's, I was resolved rather to die than use the 
advantage that was in my power, or violate the 
zacred trust L had undertaken. By a thousand little 
oft inadvertencies you discovered your passion; 
Put though secure of success, I durst not seduce you 
Into a compliance of marriage so vastly below your 
ich rank and character, nor take the advantage 
f betraying your thoughtless years to an action 
nbecoming your quality and fortune: my soul 
Fas unstained with any design that was mean and 


4 


selfish, and the entire confidence your father had 
in my integrity and conduct fixed my resolution 
of acting up to the severest rules of virtue and 
truth. But to what distress was I reduced! I loved 
you to madness, while I never approached you but 
with a dissembled indifference : this restraint, and 
the constant agitation of my thoughts, disordered | 
my health, and threw me into a violent fever, which 
soon finished my life. The justice and fidelity of 
my conduct found its immense reward, and left me 
nothing to repent of but the giving my trust entire | 
1y to your brother's care, whose licentious manners 
will expose you to a thousand dangers. To repair 
this negligence, I would fain have induced you to 
a conversation that might have directed your con - 
duct, and fortified your virtue by my friendly ad- 
monition; but since your fears put it out of my | 
-power ever to be visible to you again, T must take | 
this way to convince you how unchangeable my | 
concern for your happiness is. Oh, let it not be | 
dearer to me than it is to yourself | 


EEE | CLRRI MONT, q | 
LETTER XI. 


To tbe game. 


T LEAVE your fellow-mortals to congratulate your 


recovery, but I must own it was a disappointment Wl 


to me, You were on the confines of immortality; 
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the angels, who are ministering spirits to the heirs 
of salvation, had prepared their song of triumph to 
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receive you: I had wreathed a garland of the fair- 
est flowers that bloomed in the Paradise of God to 


crown such early and distinguished virtue; with 
impatience I numbered your moments, and expect- 
ed every one would be your last. The sparkling 
vivacity of your eyes expired, the roses on your 
cheeks vanished into a mortal paleness, and the 


springs of life seemed just ready to cease their mo- 


tion; when He, who governs Nature with a su- 
preme command, restored you back to health. Your 
recovery was surprising even to angels, who, though 
ignorant of the limits the sovereign Disposer has 


set to human life, yet often make exact conjectures: 
of the course of second causes, and the period of 


mortal lives. Tou are certainly given back as a 
blessing to the world; your example may yet make 


2 thousand proselytes to Virtue z but, for my part, 


nothing but the will of Heaven could reconcile me 
to this dispensation. When you was just in the 
harbour, to be tossed back again on the tempestu- 
ous ocean; when you had welcomed Death as your 
kind deliverer, ready to free you from Cassander's 
importunity, and your brother's tyranny, who will 
do his utmost to compel you to this detestable mar- 
riage : but your constancy to refuse it is of the high - 


est importance to your present and future happi- 


ness. He is already a, under 2 borrowed: 
I 
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name, to a young and beautiful Italian whom be 
stole from her parents; and after he had lived two 
months concealed with her, the perjured man left | 


* and abandoned her to misery : in the height of her 


anguish she put herself into a nunnery, where she 
wastes her days in a reluctant and unprofitable de- 
yotion ; for true Religion cannot exist but by our 
choice; Necessity can give nothing but the appear- | 
ance of it. | 
This is a secret of which you would never have 
been informed by any human means: if you dis- 
cover it to your brother, it will deliver you from 
the violence which he is determined to use to force 
you to wed Cassander, another name for Misery. 
It is a disinterested concern for ou that makes 
me give you this advice: there is no jealousy in 
heavenly minds, they know their pre- eminence; 
and should they appear in their celestial splendour, 
the most perfect beauty of the children of men 


* — 


would wither in their presence: but vanity and e- 


mulation are no more, and all selfish designs are 

unknown in these happy Continents. 1 
You may, by making a proper use of this notice. 

provide for your own happiness; but, blessed be the 


1505 Author of all good. you cannot add to mine. 


CLERIMONT. 
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To my dear Brother. 

Yous friend, the unhappy Carlos, died 4 this night 
at Naples. I was willing to surprise you with this 
intelligence in a way which no human speed could 
equal. 

1 wish my endeavours for your reformation may 
have more success now than they had when I was 


in a state of mortality; I am persuaded, if you 


had seen the exit of the wretched youth who had 
been the companion of your riots, it would have 
convinced you of the falsehood of his principles, 


and how little support the thoughts of falling back 


into his original nothing gave him when the gloo- 
my hour approached, in which he was to lose the 
sight of the sun and stars, with all the visible beau- 
ties of Nature, for ever. . | 

To be insensible F to be no more ! to {md his 
eyes closing in an eternal sleep! gave him inex- 
pressible horrors. But if this was the worst that 
he apprehended, never did mortal give up his life 


in a manner more cowardly and inconsistent. He 


durst not bear darkness or solitude one moment; 
he started at a shadow, and showed a more than 


childish fear and weakness in his actions; he even 


begged his physicians to flatter him with the hopes 

of life, and not let him know if they thought his 

case desperate; he charges his attendants not to 
C 4 
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mention death or the grave, nor to speak a serious 
word, in his hearing. Though his affairs were in 
the utmost disorder, no person durst venture to 
adviſe him to settle them by a will. But all these 

cautions gave him no relief: the anguish, the 

guilt, the confusion of his mind, was visible in 

his looks. The abandoned Amoret, who had fol- 
lowed him in the disguise of. a page, was seldom 

permitted to see him; and whenever she approach- 
ed him, he trembled and fell into the greatest a- 
gonies, cloſed his eyes, or turned them from her; 
but spoke nothing to support her in the distress he 
had brought on her, nor exptessed the least 1e- 
morse for having seduced her to leave the noble 

Sebastian, to whom she was engaged by marriage 
vows, and a thousand tender obligations. His 
peevishness and impatience were unsufferable, and 
even despicable to his on servants. When the me- 
dicines he took had not their expected success, he 
reproached his physicians with negligence, or want 
of skill; and yet, by intervals, implored their as- 
sistance, as if his being itself depended on their 
art, His senses were perſect to the last gasp: with, 
amazement he saw the universal terror make its 
slow and dreadful approaches; and after a tedious 
and painful struggle, yielded to the gloomy Con- 
queror, and with a deep groan gave up his . EE 
24 went to male the great A Is FREE be 


From the Daad to the Living. 
T hope this account of your friend's death will 
have the happy effect I designed it, and make you. 
recollect the counsel I gave you with my dying 
breath ;—the-best legacy. I could bequeath, if I had 
had empires to dispose of. N 

My dear Brother, I can have no selfish motives | 
now in endeayouring to reclaim your extrava- 
gancies; in this superior state, my concern for 
your happiness must be all abstract and generous ;. 
the acknowledgements of indigent miserable mor- 
tals signify nothing to spirits exalted to celestial 
dignities, in the full enjoyment of immortal plea- 
sures; but this gives them the most kind and be- 
neficent dispositions to erring men, whom they 
would fain allure into the paths that lead to hap- 
piness; those glimmering sparks of goodness and 
amity, which, in your cold regions, are but just 
dawning in virtuous minds, in these warmer cli- 
mates acquire new ardour, and- * with eternal 
splendour. : 

I have more zeal than ever for your interest; and 
let me recal, but not reproach you, with the obli- 
gations you have to pay some regard to my ad- 
vice. You know, when we lost the best of pa- 
rents, that he left his whole estate to my dispo- 
sal, with such a moderate ſortune to your share, 
as must have restrained your wild expences; but 
when I found you had some sense of your folly, i in. 
hopes to reform. * by generous — im. 
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mediately settled on you half the vast fortune that 
was in my power. I will not urge my venturing 
my life in your behalf when assaulted in our 
travels; for this was but an action of humanity 
which every brave man owes to a perfect stranger; 


but I must insist on the merit of resigning my pre- 


tensions to the lovely Bellamira for you. She was 
all the joy, the hope, I had on earth; I loved 
her as I loved Virtue and Happiness; and yet, 
when you discovered to me the anguish and disor- 
der of your mind, and your violent passion for 
her, I made a retreat, and left the weeping beauty 
to reproach me with a levity and indifference to 
which my heart was a stranger; disguised my ten- 
der inclination, and pleaded yours with such suc- 
cess, that she yielded to your request, and gave her 
matchless charms and immense fortune to your pos- 
session. 
But this advantageous match had not the effect 
] hoped, nor was the least restraint to your licen- 
tious manner of life. You acted a shameful part 
in assisting Carlos in his affair with Amoret, and 
a. more shameful one in promising to protect and 
support her if he abandoned her, when you knew 
what repeated favours you had received from the 
injured and generous Sebastian. Your treacher_ 
ous and ungrateful treatment of a man of his ex- 


alted merit fills me with the greatest remorse and 


confusion; a thousand and a thousand times have 
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] reproached myself for having been the unhappy 
instrument of Bellamira's ruin, who pined beneath 
her grief, like a fair flower blasted in its prime: I 
never met her eyes but she might have seen the 
remorse and confusion of my soul. The negli- 
gence and contempt with which you treated the 
best of women sunk my youthful spirits, damped 
my noblest designs, and clouded the gayest season 
of my life. While Death made its slow approach 
es, the last favour I begged of you was to be just 
to your unhappy wife, in breaking all engagements 
with the lewd and infamous Amoret : this you pro- 
mised me with a religious solemnity ; but I know 
her present distress (though the just effect and re- 
ward of her crimes) will be your snare; she is all 
enchantment, and will 1 fear be your ruin. But 
if you reject my advice, take this caution from the 
Royal Penitent : © her house is the way to death, 
& and her gates lead down to hell:“ and I desire 
you to consider seriously, that this admonition must 
reicue from or double your guilt. 

| CLEAN DER. 
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LETTER XIII. 
Howseve different my present manner of exist- 
ence is from my former state, my affection to the 
fair Climene is unchanged, As I live and act in 
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a way inexpressibly superior to mortal life, so the 
beneficent dispositions of my nature rise to a more 
noble and generous height. My concern for your 
happiness is more tender and disinterested than e- 
ever: I have guarded your nightly glumbers, wait. 
ed on your salutary walks, and followed you like 
your attendant it angel, who, pleased with my offi- 
cious care, has often left you. to.myTharge. Tour 
resent danger gives me as much. anxiety as con- 
sists with a state of happiness: I could not refrain 
from giving you this warning, which to your sur- 
prise you will ſind on your toilette, n, trifles 
the most its reverse. 

Tou are, O too credulous fair on the very brink 
of ruin; treachery and delusion are in Alcander's 


eyes and tongue, and if you keep this night's ap- 


pointment with him you are undone. Infamy and 
perdition are before you; the evil Genii, that en- 


vy the happiness of the human race, already insult 


my pious care; and your celestial guardian seems 
half resolved to quit his trust; the tender grief 
hangs on his beautiful face like a cloud on a rosy- 
morning; and in the deepest silence of the night, 
when the creation seemed lulled in an universal 
slumber, in the gloom of a neighbouring grove that 
you often frequent, I heard him tune his silver lute 
to strains soft and languishing as those in which: 
the heavenly ministers mourned the loss of Para- 


dise, and the bold transgression of the first woman 
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that fell. And your's, unhappy maid ! will be a 
fall from the heights of Honour, from the very tri- 
umph of Virtue, What can man believe! what 


can the sex boast, when such innocence, such truth, 
such modesty, as your's are perverted? Vice will 
insult, to find Climene among her votaries, and 
hardly believe her own conquest; surprised like 
the barbarous Gauls in the Roman senate, who 
| thought it an assembly of gods, till they saw them 
With what a profligate air, with what insolent 

vanity, did your young seducer leave you last night? 
how proud of his unexpected success, when he 
had gained your consent to the guilty assignation { 
1 stayed with you an unseen witness of the re- 
morse and confusion in which he left you: how 
disordered! how uneasy | how unlike yourself did 
you appear ! It was your usual hour of devotion 
a Bible lay near, which you took in your hand, 
but durst not open, for fear the sanctity of its rules 
should reproach you-: the distraction of your 
thoughts gave me hopes that you would recover 
yourself, and break the guilty engagement you 
Had made. To confirm your doubtful virtue, I was 
on the point of making myself visible; but the 
unaccountable fear that mortals have of the inhabi- 
tants of the immaterial worlds restrained me, lest 
the effect should have been fatal to your timorous 
demper, however gentle and propitious my appear - 


46 | - LETTERS 


ance and address had been: and I thought this let- 
ter might less surprise, and more calmly persuade 
you. rd ends $2t i 1 1 5 

You have yet a few hours to recollect yourself; 
and sure you will not give up an unblemished re- 
putation, with all the peace and innocence of your 
mind, to this blind extravagant passion! besides 
the injustice to the unhappy Sylvia, to whom Al- 
cander is engaged by a thousand vows, and who 
now pines away in obscurity, a victim to his false- 
hood and perjury. Be virtuous and compassionate 
be kind to her, and just to yourself. bs 

After this warning, even from the Dead, your 
crime will be aggravated : you must deliberately 
venture on perdition, and damn yourself with de- 
sign and sober reflection; you must degperately 
give up your title to celestial happiness, to the 
worlds of life and pleasure, of immortal beauty 
and youth: Oh, how superior to that with which 
you are at this instant so fatally enamoured below-W 1 


* 
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LETTER XIV. 
7 * 


7 


Mr dear sister, I have often, since J left the world, 

had the privilege to supply the place of your guar- 

dian Angel: I have been an invisible witness of 

pour tears for my death; and to allay the excess 
Fats 3 
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of your grief for me I have been at last permitted 


W to let you know that I am happy. 


can give yeu no account how my soul was re- 
| leased : I fell asleep in perfect health, with an 
unusual serenity of mind, and from the gentlest 
fſlumbers of innocence and peace awaked in im- 
mortal bliss. (How common is sudden death !) 1 
found myself in a moment got above the stars, and 
outshining the sun in its meridian splendour; cor- 
ruption had put on incorruptien, and mortality was 
swallowed up of life and immortality: O Death! 
I cried in the exultation of my thoughts, O Death ! 
where is thy conquest? O King of Terrors! where 
is thy boasted victory? where is thy sceptre and 
imperial horrors, thy gloomy state, and dreadful 
attendants? where are the vast dominions, the 
cheerless and formless darkness, the shade and the 
emptiness, the seats of Corruption and Decay? the 
spell is broken ! the enchantment is dissolved ! the 
shadows, the phantoms, the visionary terrors, fly ! 
the celestial morning dawns, and charming scenes 
arise : but, oh ! how boundless, how various, how 
transporting, the prospect ! 

Still lost in joy and wonder, tell me, I said, ye 
Angels, ye smiling Forms that surround me, what 
easy passage has my spirit found from its mortal 
prison? what gentle hand has unlocked my earthly 
Tetters, and brought me out of darkness and con- 
4nement into immense light and liberty? who 
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Was the kind messenger that conveyed the wel. 


come invitation to my ear? what melodious voice 


called me away from yonder cold tempestuous re- 


gions to these soft and peaceful habitations? how 

have I found my passage through the trackless 
ether, and gained the summit of the everlasting 
hills? Am I awake? do I dream? is this a gay 
a flattering vision? Oh, no! it is all blissful and 
*transporting certainty! I see, I hear things unut- 
terable, such as never entered into the heart of 
mortal man to conceive.— Read and believe; be. 
lieve and be happy. _ 

You see, my dear sister, how blindly you re- 
pine at the decrees of Heaven, and how unreason- 
ably you lament what you call my early and un- 
timely fate. Could 1 be happy too soon? I left 
the world, indeed, in the full pride of my youth- 


Ful years, in the height of greatness and reputa- 


tion, surrqunded with the blandishments and flat- 
teries of Pleasure: but these advantages might 
have been fatal snares to my virtue in a longer 


trial; it was indulgent in Heaven, after a short 


probation, to crown me with the rewards of vic- 
tory : it is past the toil, the danger; and all to 
come is endless peace and trium 

If you could see as far into futurity now, and 
think as justly of it as you will certainly do on 
your deathbed, this letter from me had been su- 
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perflaous : 4 1 ly can ke it beneficial, yy may 
make it so. h . 


LETTER xv. 
77 „%% 3 


Tr is past! the voyage of life is Fniched : instead 


of informing you that I am arrived at the Indian 
coast, this is to let you know that I am safely land- 
ed on the Celestial shores; the vessel on which 1 
was embarked, by a tempest, sunk to the bottom 
of the ocean, and the angel of the waters received 
my newly-unembodied soul. . . 
I was surprised at the different manner of my 
existence: I breathed indeed no longer ; but 1 li- 
ved, I heard, I saw, with a more exquisite sense 
than before. But a few moments were past since 


the raging billows carried Destruction in their ap- 


pearance; and now I moved unterrified through 


the deeps, and surveyed the foundations of the an- 


cient hills; the Regent of the waters, pleased with 
my curiosity, led me through his crystal palaces 


and coral groves, showed me the pearly grottoes 


and alcoves of amber, with a thousand wonders, 
kept secret from the race of men since the basis of 
the mountains were laid. | | | 

As soon as I had gone the ind of * quid. 


regions, an ethereal messenger * me under his 
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conduct: I followed my gentle guide through the 
_ airy spaces, and here was all novelty and surprise; 
I made the tour of the universe, and explored the 
limits of the creation with unspeakable agility ; 
I moved from star to star, and met ten thousand 
suns blazing in full glory without fear or conster- 
nation; 1 followed the tract of prodigious co- 
mets, that drew their flaming tails over half the 
ſky. From the planetary regions I ascend with 
the ease and swiftness of a thought to the supe- 
rior heaven, the imperial palace of the Most High; 
but here description fails, and all beyond is unut- 
terable. MES * ; 
This is the only account kay can possibly re- 
ceive of my death, which your own fears had 80 
truly presaged at our parting : and this, my much. 
loved Henrietta, I hope will put an end to all 
your anxiety ; for, since the change has proved so 
happy for me, you are too. much my friend to be | 
concerned theredt. EY i 
k HD 
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Wn E T T E R VI. 
To my. cities W 
My dear Brother, ee 
As immaterial beings mingle unseen in what so- 
ciety they please, I had the desire last night to 
know your thoughts of what had happened to you 
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the night before, and I heard you make a very gay 
declamation to some of your free companions on 
the power of fancy, and the strength of your own 
imagination: but really, my Lord, you are not 80 
visionary and extravagant as you represented your- 
self; there is nothing more certain than what you 
saw and heard; and you might have credited your 
senses without so much diffidence and modesiy, | 
which you turn into a vice. 

You have but a few weeks, my dear Brother, to 

lire; your sands are numbered, and your last hour 
is determined. I obtained a permission, seldom 
allowed, to give you some warning of your ap- 
proaching fate: I chose the opportunity, when I 
found you, in a clear moon-light night, sitting in 
a pensive posture, by the side of a fountain, in your 
garden. To gain credit to my message I stood be- 
fore you in the splendour of a heavenly form, 
and the bloom of immortal beauty; but so resem- 
bling my former self, that, in your surprise, you 
called me sister, and stepped forward to embrace 
me. TI durst not profane myself by a mortal 
touch; but, eluding your arms, placed myself 
before you on the opposite side of the canal. I 
stood. silent some time, that you might be recol- 
lected; and then setting a golden lute, which I 
had in my hand, to one of the melodious strains 
which angels sing to expiring saints, when they 
| would soften the agonies of death, and make its 
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terrors smile; in those languishing and melting 
notes I gave you an invitation to the starry man- 
sions, believing this would have a much better ef. 
fect than any thing terrible to one of your undaunt- 
ed temper: I delivered my message, and in an in- 
stant disappęared. ö 
I have repeated these circumstances to you, as 
a proof that all was real, and neither a dream, nor 


a waking reverie, as you have persuaded yoilreelf, 


But, since no mortal knows this but yourself, and 
you concealed the greatest part of this relation from 
your gay friends, when you was so eloquent on the 
wonders of imagination, I hope this will find its 
wished success, and put you on the most exact pre- 
paration to meet, with a Christian fortitude, the 
greatest terror that mortal man can encounter. 
Though your life has been unstained with any 
base or unjust action, there are some levities in 
your conversation that require your speedy peni- 
tence and reformation; or seeming trifles will en- 
large themselves into the greatest errors. 

It is a serious thing, my Lord, to die; you 
thought so when, with the most tender concern, 
you saw me, shivering and pale, anxious and fear- 


ful, on the very borders of death, doubtful to en- 


ter, and terrified at the darkness that hung on the 
gloomy valley; when even the follies of my child- 
hood, which was hardly past, and the slightest er- 
rors of my youth, sat heavy on my soul And, 
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oh! how unwillingly did my soul quit its agreea- 
ble mansion! how many soft engagements made 
me fond of life! the charming youth, to whom I 
was contracted by my parents, detained me with 
his tears: had angels beckoned me to the skies, that 
melting language would have tempted me back. 

Lou little. think, my dear Brother, what regula- 
rity of the passions, what sanctity of manners, are 
necessary to take off the horrors of Death, and 
make that gloomy Monarch wear a smiling aspect. 

Take this friendly admonition, and be for ever 
happy; then will that relation which is now be- 
5 tween us still subsist, and J shall be, in joys ine 
pressible, your sister to all eternity. 4 
| SERENA 


LETTER XVII. 
To Pnrroctxs, from Insa, 4 Turkich Burna: 

Ir was you, my dear Philocles, that Heaven made 

the instrument of my conversion to Christianity; 
but while I was in a state of mortality it was im- 
possible for me to know the greatness of my obli- 
gations to you, and to what height of felicity your 
friendly instructions directed me; how low, how 
disproportioned, were my expectations to the gran- 
deur of my present happiness] how superior is it 


even to those noble ideas your description 3 
D 3 | 


m 


of celestial joys! As you converted me to, let me 
establish you in, the only true religion. 
What reason have I to bless the moment that 


began our acquaintance, and the event that placed 

your character to my view in such an agreeable 
light! there was, indeed, something in your whole 
conduct 80 artless, go sincere, so conformable to 
the strictest rules of truth and justice, that I at once 
quitted my prejudices to the faith you avowed; the 
Christian (which is not always the case) recom- 
mended Christianity. 

The negociations J had with you, when you were 
Consul for the States of Holland at Smyrna, gave 
me numerous instances of your honest and generous 
disposition; but nothing surprised me more than 
seeing you venture your life, in a dreadful storm, 
to save a Portuguese, your mortal enemy, whose 
vessel was just overset, and himself ready to sink 
amidgt the threatening waves, which he till then i- 
magined less his foe than yourself. I was witness 
to the godlike action, and immediately concluded 
that there must be something divine in a religion 
that could raise human nature to such an height 
of beneficence; it was all resistless conviction, my 


soul confessed its force, while I considered with 
| What a becoming modesty you received the acknow- 


ledgments of your adversary, as calmly as for some 


triſſing favour you would have accepted the thanks 


of your sincerest friend. You seemed conscious 
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of having done nothing extraordinary, nothing but 
what was suitable to the constant disposition of 
your mind, if Heaven had favoured you with more 
frequent occasions of performing such heroic ac- 
tions. You have a sense to 25 what is heroic 
common. 

It was a charity . divine that md: you ha- 
zard your life, and expose it to the worst of tor- 
ments, to rescue me from error. I was more in- 
quisitive than the laws of the Alcoran allowed, 
which induced me to seek so many opportunities 
of conversing with you. Without the least cau- 
tion, or regard to your on safety, you left your- 
self to the mercy of an infidel, satisfied my seruples, 
and importuned me to quit the Mahometan faith. 

Your conduct was all demonstration; and convin- 
ced me that nothing but heavenly Truth eould in- 
spire you with such fortitude, and kindle in your 
soul a charity so perfectly disinterested. I was 
soon vanquished, and became a joyful proselyte to 
the Christian principles; nor found the least regret 
in leaving my native soil to follow you to the Hague, 
where I might openly profess the faith I en 
braced, and be in the right with impunity. 

It was not long before a fever seized me; whon 
I found the symptoms mortal I sent for you to ease 
my burthened soulof the only eare that oppressed it; 
but before you came my speech was lost: however, 
the n was of such importance that it still 
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engages my concern; nor is there any person whose 
fidelity I can depend on like yours. 
I purchased a beautiful Grecian slave, the fret 
and only object of my love; though she was in my 
power, I only attempted by gentle methods to gain 
her affections, but in vain; her Christian belief 
still set the view of future rewards and punish- 
ments before her, and checked her softest inclina- 
tions; to conquer her virtue I was induced to per- 
vert her to the doctrines of the Alcoran. As ab- 
surdly as I reasoned, she was soon convinced that 
her soul was as perishing as her body, and that 
there was no prospeet of immortality for any of 
her sex; that present joys were all she could ex- 
pect; and, in losing youth and love, she lost the 
highest end of her creation. Too seon the fair 
Apostate believed my detested doctrines, and took 
the poison from my tongue, renounced the great 
ah, and embraced the idle dreams of an 
impostor; gave up her claim to immortality, and 
yielded herself to my licentious wishes. Thus, 
free from the restraints of religion, the fair Liber- 
tine grew dissolute and profane beyond the limits 
of her sex: her sportive wit and boundless vanity 
new ridiculed all that she once thought sacred; 
there was something so wild, so unnatural, in her 
impiety, that I half repented my success; but ne- 
rer was truly sensible of the injury L had done her 
_ ul I was convinced of the truth of Christianity. 
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It is this unspeakable damage that I hope you will 
find some method to repair; it will not be impos- 
sible, by some of your friends, to find access to her; 
she is now at my brother's disposal; her ransom 
will be easy, and a charity worthy your character. 
Your charity will redeem her person, your example 
her mind, Our a more deplorable Slavery. 
| "BRAIN. 


— ————— 


LETTER XVIII. 
To a Son, from his deceated Father; 


IF there is the least spark of filial gratitude in your 
breast; if there is any deference due to the me- 
mory of a once indulgent father, I charge you to 
recall the-challenge you have sent. — What shall 1 
say ?—not to your adversary, but to your gene- 
rous, your well meaning friend: his admonitions 
were just, and the relation he gave you undoubted 
fact. You know, in your own conscience, the 
woman you vindicate has neither virtue nor repu- 
tation to defend, while you are daring death, and 
all the horrors that ensue, to justify a known false · 
hood, and purchase shame with heaven. | 
If you are killed in this mad duel, the moment | 
you breathe your last, you will mingle with a socie- 
ty that make verydifferent judgments of things frons 
what pass for maxims of honour among mortals; 


W 


| you will appear with a very ill grace, and on 2 £ 
| : most impertinent occasion, among the spirits of 0 
Darkness, to whom you will be an eternal object 
1 of derision. The boasted beauties and charms of ] 
1 your mistress, will be but a poor excuse for your 
| gallantry, though you should tell them in heroicy, | 
i | how © the world has been lost for a woman. . 
1 1 These extravagancies will vanish with mortali- 


iN ty: Death will draw the veil, and place more se- 
1 rious scenes in view; you will find how cheaply 
you have sold immortal glory, and curse the fond 
enchantment that led you on to destruction; de- 
144 testing that most, the love of which i is now your 
44 inducement to ruin. | 
| But ask yourself, What is the virtue of this fine 
lady, in defence of whom you are going with such 
bravery to die? What is this honour you are giv- 
ing up your life and all your hopes of salvation to 
maintain? This guiltless lovely woman is only per- 
jured to her marriage vows ; this angel, this divine 
creature, does but deceive, does but expose to in- 
famy, the best of husbands; she does but return 
his unequalled tenderness and constant affection to 
her with artful fondness, and dissembled complai- 
sance: she is but insensible to the merit of a man 
who is his country's ornament and pride; a person 
of the most graceful appearance, by Nature form- 
ed to please the nicest of the fair sex; liberal and 
magnificent, obliging and sincere above all dis- 
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guise; and who, from his own conscious honour, 


| 


entirely confides in this artful woman, whom he 


raised from distress and obscurity. Charmed with 
her beauty and dissembled affection for him, he has 
indulged all her wild ambition, gratified her bound- 
less vanity, and set no more limits to her expenses 


than you now to your folly. 


This is the unhappy man you would expose to 
the jest of every senseless rake, by a public quarrel 
for the reputation of this wife. What enmity could 
be so cruel as this defence! 

And this is the dear innocent charmer, whose 


virtue you would justify, even by damning your- 


self, and murdering the generous Lindamor, your 
best, your experienced friend, whose sincerity has 


been his only crime: be not so shamefully valiant. 


With what confusion must you draw your sword 
on a man to whom you have such a series of obli- 
gations? How often has he supplied the necessities 
to which your extravagant gaming has reduced you, 
and discharged your debts of honour, as you call 


them? and what was his offence now, but setting 


the character of an infamous woman in its true 
light, with a kind intention to reclaim you from 
your dotage ? 

What a fatal influence has this W passion 
had on your mind! how profligate your manners 
how unlike to the first part of your life, when a no- 
ble inclination governed your soul, and the lovely 
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Erminia was all your joy | Oh | may her youthful 
charms recover you, and animate your mind to glo- 
rious actions] your King, your country, the Pro- 
testant cause, the rights and liberties of human na- 
ture, now require your courage, and find better em. 
ployment for. your sword than to assassinate your 
friends. If you are truly brave, have the courage 
to submit; the wy way to conquer him. 
 EvsEBIUS. 


— —— — — 


LETTER XIX. 
To my Lord * , from his deceared wife. 

Your present confinement, by a slow recovery from 
a dangerous sickness, makes me hope this may prove: 
a time to prevail with you to pity the injured Syl- 
viana, and be just to your obligations to her. 

You once loved me, my Lord; and while 1 lived, 
the guiltless passion had an effect on your whole 
conduct: but your grief for me gave a very extra- 
vagant turn to your mind, and instead of leading 
you to a superior, a reasonable happiness, you have 
abandoned yourself to the heights of sensuality; 
you have pursued Pleasure in every tempting dis- 
guise; refined on vice, and turned it into a science, 
and are too truly learned in it. Your stately rooms 
have sounded with nightly revels and loose enchant- 
ing songs; your groves and fragrant gardens have 
been devoted to luxury and infamous delights; the 
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chades and fountains have been witnesses to scenes 
unbecoming their chaste retreats; and have found 


out new ways to perdition, and set no limits to your 


dissolute inclinations, which survive satiety itself. 

But under this gay disguise, this triumph of va- 
nity and madness, you have not known an inter- 
val of happiness that has been sincere; you could 
not conquer your own, good sense, nor wholly for- 
get the restraints of a noble education. I have been 
witness to your secret remorse, your penitent soli- 
loquies : I have seen you recollect yourself, assume 
your native greatness, heard you with the most mov- 
ing eloquence lament your folly, and assent to all 
the rules of temperance and virtue; assent to and 


violate the same hour. 


You have relapsed to your usual extravagance, 
till this dangerous sickness set the terrors of death 
in your view: it was then you confessed your in- 


justice to the charming Sylviana: it hung on your 


soul, and appeared with a thousand aggravations; 
nor will you ever know peace till you have con- 


firmed your vows, and the absolute obligations you 


are under to marry her. Obligations to be happy, 
methinks, should be easily complied witn. 
How happy was the lovely maid in her humble 
circumstances! how blessed in her spotless inno- 
cence | till Chance (in your rural excursions) led 
you, in a luckless hour, to the verdant shade, where 
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mid-day sun, unmolested with the cares of love Ns 


ambition. 


The natural has the modesty, and coding 
of her behaviour, fired your thoughts, and partly 


by violence, and partly by the most solemn vows 


of marriage, you ruined her. 

But what unaffected sorrow, what remorse, that 
fatal moment cost her you have often witnessed ; 
with what graceful pride has she since refused the 
least favour, and been inflexible to your soft per- 
suasions on any terms but the marriage you pro- 
mised her? How moving have her tears been ! how 
just her complaints! What a pomp of virtue, what 
a conscious greatness, has appeared in her aspect, 


when, by your artful addresses, you have again en- 


deavoured to seduce her! Nor presents, nor equi- 
page, nor the most profuse settlement you have 
offered her, has tempted her to act in any charac- 


ter but what Virtue might own in the view of 


heaven and the world. Her very crime with _ 
should have the force of virtue in it. 

| Your quality, my Lord, does not absolve you 
from the divine laws, nor give a sanction to per- 


jury, but rather enforces the obligation of equity 


and truth. In real merit the fair Sylviana is not 


your inferior; but if she were, Heaven does not 


dispense with the rules of justice on the account of 
airy titles and imaginary distinctions of birth : the 


highest satisfaction that ydu can make may, per- 
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| haps, never give her that tranquility she enjoyed 
in her first humble circumstances. Could you re- 
store her lost innocence, she would be more bles- 
sed in that than in all the grandeur to which you 
can raise her : you may alleviate her misfortune, 
you cannot make full amends. 

Nor can the loss of a tender parent be e 
With a modest ingenuity the injured nymph con- 
fessed her crime to her pious mother, who was 80 
oppressed with the thought of such an infamy, 
that in a few weeks she expired, and left her beau» 
teous daughter to weep out her solitary hours. 
Her distress demands your compassion ; and by an 
act of justice to her you will secure your future 
peace and happiness, and show your gratitude to 

men, 


LE en ER XX. 

To Vargws, - 
You have soon forgot my dying 5 and 
the promise you made me, to quit the guilty a- 
mour you are still pursuing. Can you with deli- 
beration, with reflection, proceed in a design which 
must, if you succeed, plunge the beautiful Cleera 
in guilt and infamy, whom you love ? what could 
hatred do more? 8 

But wich what horror ought you to „ reflect on 

the injury you are doing to the generous Alphon- 
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eus, your benefactor ! is there nothing engaging in 
I those titles? 7 Or rather, are they not words of the 


most sacred importance? Make it not the future 
interest of mankind to be your ſoes. 

A man of your pretended honour could not bear 
the reproach of a lie, and yet you are acting a lie; 
practising the vilest treachery, and exposing a per- 
son of merit to ridicule. This, however unjust, 
must be the consequence of your success, while he, 
Secure in his own. worth and integrity, continues to 
caress the wretch that injures him. How can you 
support the stings of his kindness to you? 

To this injured this generous man, you owe the 
height of your fortune, Tt was his interest alone 
that brought you into public trust and reputation: 
to requite him you are violating all the laws of hu- 
manity, bringing infamy on his family, and secretly 
endeavouring to rival him in the affections of his 
charming wife, the object of all his virtuous joys; 
of which, from whom could he more properly exact 
the protection than from you! | | 

Can you unmoved recall the 1 into which 


a crime of this nature plunged my heedless youth? 


W hat remorse, what confusion, a moment's mad- 
ness cost me | you was the only confident to whom 
I discovered the secret wound it gave my bleeding 


Soul. 


But how fatal was that one sally of an extrava- 
gant passion to all my future repose! Despair and 
3 E 
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horror filled my breast, when 1 considered the in- 


jury I had done was beyond reparation: retire- 
ment was no more my sanctuary from the nolsy 


crowd; the image of my crime pursued me with 
inexpressible terrors; the innocent diversions of 
life were tasteless, music and wit had lost their 
charms; the proposals of pleasure were like jests 
to dying men, like recreations to the damned. 

Whatever decency appeared i in my public behavi- 
our, you were witness to the private intervals of 
my grief, and gave some relief to my anguish, _ 
by hearing my complaints with an obliging atten- 


tion: but Nature, after all its efforts, sunk; the 


pride of my youth yielded to the gloomy distem- 
per, yet the sincerity of my repentance found ac- 
ceptance: and, as my last hour approached, some 
propitious spirit breathed peace and divine consol- 
ation to my soul, and in these _ whispers re- 
proved my infidelity. | 


Why should prexumptuous man, with feeble doubt, 
And impotence of thought, mark out the bounds 
Of Clemency divine ?— What tongue shall dare 

Pronounce, with impious vanity, these words? 
« Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting waves, 

O thou abyss of sacred Love! shall roll; 

% Here thy triumphant billows shall retire, 
„Nor pass the bounds of human diffidence.” 


But, however serene the last scene of my life 
was, I would not for all the j joys the lower creaq- 
tion could give, endure the distraction and re- 
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Morse chat one error cost me. Are you softened 
at the complaints of my migery : "4 be terriied 1 
he approaches of your ow. 

Thus warned, I hope you will retire; a thou- 
sand accidents have hitherto prevented your guilt, 
and crossed the madness of your love: some pause 
of reason, some effort of virtue, may at last re- 
cover you from the paths of Ruin. Comply with 
Reason and Virtue, with Honour and Friendship, 
with your own happiness and that of others; with 

| die! menen of the Hiving, and Ty desires of the dead. 
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THOUGHTS. 
DEATH 


- TRAN SLATED 


FROM THE M ORAL par) . wet MESSIEURS DE 


Barone the address which men have never to 
think of Death but as at a very great distance, 
nor to view it but in some other person, without 
puting themselves one moment in the place of the 
. dying, they have yet a farther art to delude them- 
selves, by forming such a general and confused 
idea as conceals from them all that is most terri- 
ble in Death; they conceive little else of this state 
but as a privation of sense, and a separation from 
the commerce of life; 80 that, when they say a man 
is dead, they only mean that they see him no more, 
and that he shares no longer in the affairs of the 
world. In a word, their idea of Death is only 
formed on what men cease to do in dying, and 
not on what they begin to do and feel, though it 
be that which constitutes its most dreadful circum- 
- Stance, - 
Death is indeed, a . of life and human 


. Hogs: but it is a privation which is felt, and: pro- 
1 
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duces surprising effects in the soul. In order to 


- comprehend these effects, it is necessary to consi- 


der, that while the soul is united to the body, its 
attention is divided by divers kinds of sensations, 
imaginations, and passions; it feels the objects 
which act on the body according to their differ- 
ent manner of inſluence; and these different ways 
of perceiving are called gengations: on these the 
soul forms its ideas of all things to which it is uni- 
ted by its passions, and is always employed about 


these objects; and not only employed, but leans 


and reposes on them, when it is not entirely uni- 
ted to God: for not being made with a capacity 
to sustain itself, the soul necessarily seeks some fo- 


reign support. It was formed to know and love, 


but finding nothing within sdfficient to satisfy these 
inclinations, it is forced with some other objects to 
fill the void it finds in itself. Some of these ob- 
jects make agreeable impressions on the sense, o- 
thers content our curiosity and vanity; others re- 
lieve the mind, by turning it from things which ap- 
pear disgusting; some nourish its hopes, while o- 
thers fortify it against its fears. The soul inclines 


to all the objects of sense, and is engaged and sup- 


ported by them in such a manner, that it eannot 
prove a separation with out pain and emotion. 
We are not always sensible of these ties; but 


the soul begins to feel them when it comes to be 


Separated from what it loves; it has then a sense 
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of the privation proportionable to its union with 
them: so true is that maxim of Saint Augustine, 
« *Tis impossible to lose any thing without sorrow, 


« but what we possess without passion.“ 


There are few persons free from an infinite 
number of these engagements ; and though we are 
ignorant of them till an-actual separation discovers 
what they. are, we may, nevertheless, conceive 
something, by separating ourselves from them in 
our thoughts, and imagining we are deprived of 


them by some accident. 


For instance, take a person who does not seem 
to place his happiness in the objects of sight, and 
fancies they contribute nothing to the tranquillity 


of his mind; and suppose him suddenly deprived 


of his sight, though in all other circumstances hap- 
py, we should find him affected with the loss as 
the greatest misfortune. The sight of mankind 
gives us some consolation, because we always dis- 


cover in them a certain appearance of compassion 


capable to give us succour in our necessities } which 
at least indulges our hopes, and those hopes excite 


2 kind of secret joy. 


The objects Which in some respects are disgust- 
ing to the soul, and raise its fears and aversion, yet 
in other views fail not to sustain it. For though 


these uneasy passions cannot be altogether appea- 


sed, yet the imagination always furnishes them 


with means or hopes that quiet them ; will the 
E3 
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pursuit of these means, or the hopes of arriving 
at the end of bei desires, employ and divert — 
mind. 

All the objects to which the conf is joined, * 
the senses, imagination, reason, or passions, are 
its goods and riches; and even those we call poor: 
abound in these sort of goods: if they want pala- 
ces, or even a cottage, they have the sky, the sun, 
and stars, of which the prospect is so magnificent, 
that St Augustine says, © It is a greater blessing 
& for the poor to behold the heavenly luminaries, 
<« than for the rich to view their golden roofs.” 

Thus, in the privation of some advantages we 
comfort ourselves with others, true or false, that 
we either possess or hope for. As the body always 
finds something to bear it, since even when through {| 
weariness it falls to the ground, it there finds a sup- 
port; so the soul, sick and feeble, never fails of 
something to sustain it; and when there is nothing 
real, forms imaginary W on which (vain as 
AK are) it leans. | 

This necessity of human consolations i is not pe- 
culiar to vicious men; in some degree the virtuous 
want their relief. There are few persons so per- 
fect but they have still some remaining tie to the 
world; fatigued by a long attention to spiritual ob- 
jects, they are forced, in divers instances, to aban- 
don themselves, and fly for satisfaction to their 
friends, their children, their estates, to a field of 


y 
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their Ws or — their on rai- 
sing. 
This f is al condilich of Man i in this lifes which | 
may help us to comprehend what Death is, with 
the effects it produces. We ought to lock on it as 

the rupture of all that unites us to the creatures 
a general separation from the objeets of sense; the 
cancelling all human ties and every pleasure the 


soul found in them, with a total privation of what 


it loved and enjoyed on earth. When a man dies, 


he loses not only what he called his "wealth, but 
the firmament, the sun, the stars, the air, the earth, 
and all the rest of Nature; he loses his body, and 
all those sensations that gave him pleasure; he lo- 
ses his relations, his friends, and all mankind; he 
loses all relief, all support, and, nen = nd 
„ of his senses and passions. $1 


Indeed, if the soul, in some Adee ae to 
these, finds itself also united to God by a holy love, 


though the privation of the creatures cause some 


emotion, yet it sinks not into despair : For this Di- 
vine principle sustains it; and growing more active, 


confirms its hopes of being shortly united to and o- 


verwhelmed in that abyss of pleasure which alone 


can satisfy all its capacity of loving. 


But who is able to conceive the state of the mi- 
serable soul, hen it comes by death to be rent from 
all the objects of its inclinations; from all that sus- 


tained it during life, and finds nothing in itself on 
E 4 


which to lean : its propensities to love, and enjoy 
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what it loved, become beyond comparison more 
lively and ardent, while all the soul was fond of 


escapes, and flies before her with an everlasting 


flight, without leaving the least hope of fruition ; 
she loses all, finds nothing, all sinks under her, all 
vanishes and disappears for ever. 

It is not possible in this world to comprehend a 
state so perfectly miserable; all one can say, to give 
some idea of it, is this :—It is a terrible fall of the 
soul, by a sudden removal of all its supports; it is 
an horrible famine, by a privation of its nourish- 
ment; it is an infinite void, by the annihilation of 
all that filled it ; it is an extreme poverty, by the 
entire loss of that which was its wealth; it is a 
ghastly solitude, by the separation it finds itself in 
from all union and society; it is a dreadful desola- 
tion, by the want of all consolation; it is a cruel 
rupture, which violently rends the soul from eve- 
xy object of its love. 


*. 
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| From Pulk ARLO 10 bis Friend relating bus unboppy a as 
mour with Aust. 
My dear Chamont, 


W.. reproaches my past follies have * 
served, I know my present misfortunes will raise 
your compassion.— The gentle Amasia is no more 
she expired in my arms, and I have n the last 
rites to her memory. | | 
Your $uspicions were just, that I had perverted 
and secretly kept her, contrary to all the friendly 
admonitions you gave me. The spring of my mi- 
sery was my father's marrying me at twelve years 
old, (O cursed avarice I) to a girl of ten, only to 
secure her vast fortune to his family. As I grew 
old, instead of liking, I conceived an unconquera- 
ble aversion to the innocent creature; but no ar- 
guments could prevail with my father to break the 
contract, and I was as obstinate never to complete 
the marriage. Thus entangled, I grew uneasy; 
which my sister observing, to divert my chagrin, 
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often carried me with her to visit a young lady, 
descended from a good family, but decayed in for- 
tune, and obscure. Having never met her before 
in any public place, I was surprised at the sight 
of such an accomplished beauty, which her fine ge- 
nius, and a thousand elegancies in her conversation, 
still heightened. Here the guilty inclination be- 
gan; which, never presaging its fatal event, I che- 
rished, and resolved to be happy in spite of the in- 
cumberance of my young wife, who, without an 
matrimonial cares at heart, diverted herself with 
her babies and play-things ; while I, priviledged by. 
my $ister's discretion and-intimacy, continued my 
visits to Amasia, whom we always found with her 


mother, the pious and discreet Sophronia, whose 
[| only fault was being a little too reserved and severe 
l in her temper. But Amasia had a natural dispo- 8 
I! sition to books and solitude, with a temper rather 
wi serious and pensive than gay, which made the striet- 
; ness of her mother's conduct and her own confine- 
| | | ment easy. The little society she had was with 
| dome grave and good women of Sophronia's ac- 
| ' quaiatance, who took care to inform her, that- all 
|! the menof the present age were rakes and-atheists, 


bl and the young women no better, nor hardly so good 

as they should be; and that conversing with such 
vage persons as themselves was the most reputable 

hing she could do. Amagia assented to these wise 
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tance of a modern character that were admitted to 
the house. I made myself so agreeable to Sophro-—- 
nia, that I got the office of Reader to the family; 
but, to my secret mortification, instead of plays, 
she confined me to history or sermons, though my 
accent was better suited to the stage: than the pul- 
pit: however, my fair audience were pleased and 
attentive, and I would rather have taken Orders 
than have lost my employment. But it was not 
long before cautious Sophronia saw through the 
disguise of my zeal; and observing 2 greater gaie- 
ty than was usual in Amasia's temper in conversing 
with me, she told my sister freely her suspicions, 
intreating her, as she valued her daughter's reputa- 
tion, to bring me no more with her. My sister, 
who was perfectly virtuous, was alarmed at the 
discovery, and would never, from that time, suffer 
me to accompany her. 0 

I had now no way to let A the vio- 
lence of my passion but by a letter, which unlucki- 
ly fell into her mother's hands; by this, confirm- 
ed in her fears, she charged Amasia, as she expec-' . 
ted her blessing, to send back any future billet to 
me unopened. This severe injunction she puno- 
tually obeyed till her mother's death, which hap- 
pened in the midst of this adventure; she was sud- 
denly seized, and finding her sickness mortal, she 
took the weeping Fair an hand, demanding, as 
the last proof of her duty, chat he would, in the 
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presence of the all-seeing Deity, promise never to 
converse with me, or receive my addresses. 

This Amasia could not deny a tender dying pa- 
rent: but oh ! how fatal to herself and me was this 
engagement! how wild was my grief when my sis- 
ter informed me of the cruel obligation ! however, 
I waited till the formalities of sorrow due to her 
mother's memory were past; when, with the im- 
patience of Love, I hasted to her house, and, brib- 
ing her servant, got admittance, without Amasia's 
knowledge, to her chamber. | 

Never did charms appear to such advantage; the 
soft surprize, the modest confusion, the struggle 
between a tender inclination and the restraint of 
conscious honour, gave her a thousand nameless 
graces; whether the yielding beauty, with a gentle 
languishment, betrayed the passion she had long 
disguised, or whether, recovering herself, with all 
the pomp of virtue, she reproached my attempt, 
still she put on resistless charms; but in every tran- 
sporting variety of her temper Isa my own advan- 

tage, nor left the conquest unfiniched. With deep 
_ repentance I now confess, it gave me an impious 
pleasure to find Love triumphant over all the pride 
of Virtue ; but heaven soon avenged its cause, and 
humbled me in the height of my successful inso- 
lence. 


* 


* 


I had not long continued my visits to Amasia, 
but an affair of consequence required my absence 
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for some weeks; in the mean time, she was seized 


with a fever. As she found the symptoms mortal 
she wrote, and immediately sent me this letter. 


My dear Pn ILARIO, 


WHERE are those ages of Love, that heaven, * 
eternal series of tranquillity and joy, with which 
you profanely flattered me? Ihe bright delusion, 
the visionary paradise, is already lost; my sun is 
setting at noon, an untimely evening draws its sha- 
dows over all my promised joys. 

That immortal bloom, those heavenly An 
that you told me might bid defiance to sickness and 
age, are already blasted by a cruel disease; a sud- 
den autumn has withered my prime; the lilies droop, 
the roses die, chilling Winter has faded my youth- 
ful Spring. But a few days more and I am dust. 

This truth sits heavy on my soul, and brings my 
guilt, with its full aggravation, in view; my mo- 
ther's dying admonitions, my broken vows, terrify 
me to distraction. My crime was not the effect of 
Ignorance or inadvertency ; pitying angels set the 
' penalties of eternal damnation, and the recompence 
of an immortal crown, in prospect before me ; the 
caverns of Death disclosed their terrors, and the 
realms of celestial Light opened their glories to 
my active imagination. I was forewarned by the 
advice of a dying parent of the infamy and ruin 
to which this soft temptation has betrayed me. 
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1 had experienced the satisfaction of reason and 


virtue; but for you I ventured for present and fu- 
ture perdition, and gave up my title to all the joys 
of immortality. And now, ye regions of Divine 
delight, you have no attractions for a mind so im- 
pure; I would only fly to you as a retreat from in- 


fernal misery. 


And yet, too charming youth ! you engage my 


affections; I would live, but (O fatal madness!) 


I would live for you; by you I was seduced; but, 
oh! may your soul stand clear of my ruin! It is. 
myself, not you, I would accuse. 

Last night (if waking or in a dream I am un- 
certain) my. mother's venerable shade, majestic in 


heavenly splendour, appeared to me, and bid me 
Prepare for the silent tomb — What preparation. 
can I make ! what penitence can atone for repeat- 
ed perjury ? for crimes against the clearest convic- 
tions of heavenly light, and the sanction of . 
tary vows ? 


What figures of nk could you. make use of 


to take off from vices like these their deformity ? 
what eloquence did you 'employ thus to pervert. 
my judgment? by what infernal enchantment was 
I led on to mine own destruction? Vou have un- 


done me, but I am hopeless ! Can you make no re- 


paration ? cannot you reverse the injury, and talk. 
as well in the cause of Heaven as you did in the iu- 
+ terest. of Hell? — Oh make the compassionate trial 
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Can you pray?—can you implore mercy for me? 
Persuasion dwell upon your tongue! Could you be 
sincere, Heaven perhaps may hear! -My strength 


| 18 spent! —1 faint Fly to my assistance, that a at 


least I 19. 2 a hr farewell. | 
AMASIA, 


This letter surprised and distracted me; I knew 
not what I did or said, but I ordered my horses, 
and returned with all the speed that Love could 
give me to the idol of my soul, whom I found by 
mtervals in her * senses, but in the agonies. 
of death. 

The melancholy scene will never quit my me- 


mory. Death came, attended by his real and fan- 


tastic horrors; he made his approach with every 
circumstance terrible to nature or reason: never was 


the passage to his waste dominions more gloomy ; 


never did a departing spirit quit the light of hea= 
ven with more reluctance ! 


6 Oh!” she cried, grasping my head « whether- 


© am I going? to what unknown regions? on 
« what desolate coasts am I doomed eternally to- 


e wander? How dark the entrance, how long the 
passage, that opens before me!—See yonder sul- 
s len ghost beckons me away! another pale spectre 
© summons me to the grave, and bids me mingle 
* with the dead. How my senses wander 0 
1. for a — a * an hour's,. n - 
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Then, fixing her eager eyes on mine, she asked, 
« Cannot you procure this for me after all your 
e boasted love ?—I am cited to the supreme tri- 
« bunal !—have you the hardiness to appear for 
« me?—The whole creation cannot aid me in this 
« extremity !” After which she lay long speech- 
| less and convulsed, and, casting a dismal glance at 
me, with a heavy groan expired. * 
I could not refuse this sad recital to your request, 
and my avowed confidence in you. It is some kind 
of relief to pour my grief into your bosom, and to 
excite in your's 2 generous compassion, which I 
know you feel, for 
The wretched | 
oh PALARIO. 


LETTER 16 1 
From Cass Ax DER 70 a Gentleman at — relating the 
murder of hir e 
My dear Friend. 


On! why do 1 profane that sacred title! If you 
knew me, you would start, as if the Fiends below 
had given you that appellation.—But I must un- 
mask myself whatever horror the monstrous appear- 
ance gives you: perhaps some sparks of pity may 
mingle with your aversion, when you find my mi- 
sery bears some proportion to my guilt. _ 
Oh, think what it is !—Imagine- the dreadful | 
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zeene I would unveil—Recall the most tragical ac- 
tion that was ever represented on the stage, or the 
most bloody effect of fury that has been 1 _ 
petrated 1 in human fe. . 

Why do not the tears that fall from my eyes stain 
the paper with a sanguine hue ? why does not blood 
instead of ink flow from my pen in dismal charac- 


ters to mark my crime ? why should I express my- 


self in the language of man, and not invoke the in- 
fernal Furiez to teach me their dialect, that I may 
give my guilt its proper aggravation ? for mine is a 
deed of darkness, fit for the records of Hell Mur- 
der !—execrable murder This cursed hand, that 
trembles every nerve to relate it, gave the deadly 


wound! Horror l confusion !—scarce can I re- 


frain by the wildest imprecations to hasten that 
vengeance at which I tremble :—it will fall too 


soon, and with some terrible distinction; for mine 
was a sin of 2 superior note, marked with uncom- 


mon malignity. 20 
_Invamaml eite 0 at a human tribunal, 5 
the partiality of Justice, and the solicitations of 
powerful friends, white, by my own conscience, 
and the divine laws, I am evidently condemned. 
What plea shall 1 find against the reproaches of 
my own reason, that restless monitor within? To 
what shelter shall I fly from unerring Justice? 
Hide me, ye rocks! cover me ye mountains | from 
the pursuit of eternal Vengeance. 
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My sin was an outrage against Nature, a defiance 
of all the laws of friendship and humanity.— Lou 
dare not believe me when I tell you it was my friend. 
Oh distracting thought my friend !—the young, 
the gentle Antonio, that I murdered -i see him 
fall I—I see him bleed! — The soul sits quivering 
on his lips, his eyeballs roll in death! I behold the 
gaping wound, the last convulsive pangs, the pale 


and senseless corpse extended on the ground | the 


dreadful scene is for ever new, and rises before me 
with insulting horror. The visionary Terrors haunt 


my solitary retreats, and damp the joy of society: 4 


my days are unacquainted with peace, my nights 
with rest; the whole creation is an undistinguish- 
ed chaos; the skies have lost their light, the fields 
their verdure; every charm is blotted from the face 
of Nature, the sweetest odours no more refresh me, 
Harmony with its soothing tones no more delights ; 
Esicken at the most luxurious banquets, the richest 
wines have lost their flavour; Beauty no more in- 
vites, nor Pleasure with her 1 N en al- 


Iures me. 
Those fair gardens, where Art and Nature com- 


bine to rival all that has been ſabled of the Vale of 


Tempe, or the Cyprian groves, these soſt retreats, 
which were late my pride and delight, now yield 
2 gloomy prospect, and look like the seats of De- 
solation- and Despair: for here the bloody fact was 
done; here I violated deute — . N 
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defied eternal een and scaled my dyn ne 
tion. | 13 

You know with kad frenzy I Fae on [thei art- 
ful Marcella; she was the idol of my thoughts: 
with her I spent my gay licentious hours, regard- 
less of my bonour, my country, or my friends : for 
her I contrived gardens of pleasure, opened crystal 
fountains, raised bowers, perfumed with every fra- 
grant blossom, to entertain her; nor once believed 
she could be capable of ingratitude, till that fatal 
night when I surprised her with the . Have 
tonio. 

L returned more early than usual 8 an . 
ed debauch, and not finding Marcella in her apart- 
ment, Iran immediately into a private garden where. 
she sometimes took an evening walk. The moon 
shone clear, and at the entrance of an arbour 1 Sa 
her sitting with Antonio, loosely reclining his head 
in her lap. He rose, and came forward smiling, 
whether with an air of insult or raillery, I did not 
stay to consider; but flushed with wine, and en- 
raged with jealousy, I drew my sword, and stabbed 
him through the heart, while Marcella in a swoon 
lay cold and senseless at my feet. 

My rage was spent in a moment, my amorous 
flame extinguished, and Friendship with all! its force 
returned triumphant on my soul: I threw myself 
on the ground by the dying youth, supported and 


embraced 8 melted into tears; and called aloud 
F 2 


\ 


4 
pr” VE — — u—-—ͤ — — 
Y A — > — — 


84 LETTERS 


on his pity to forgive me: my servants were alarm. 


eds and rushing into o the garden, beheld the bloody 


Scene. 


By this time Marcella was:recovered' from her 


swoon, and reproached my rashness, assuring me 
she had employed all her art to persuade him to- 
comply with that fatal assignation; she frankly 


owned he had been long the object of her fondest 


desires, but that till then he had refused any secret 


appointment with her, from a sense of friendship 
to me, and justice to his young and n wiſe,. 


whom he sincerely loved. 

This discovery distracted me; I cursed myself 
and her, and charged her to fly my sight for ever; 
lest I should double my guilt, and inure myself to- 
murder. I was so. far from endeavouring to escape 
the rigour of the law that I challenged it, called a- 
loud for the ministers of Justice, witnessed against 


my on life, and avowed. the barbarous fact. But: 


however I was oleared by a human verdict, stand 


condemned. by a higher and more righteous deci- 


sion: my conscience tells me, 


— be door is shut, | 
The Judge has pasg'd my ever lasting doom, 
Which. all created pow:r can ne'er reverse; 
My day's for ever gone, my sun is Set: 
In-final darkness ne er to rise again; | 
My summer's spent; eternal: winter's come: * 
The scason's past. 
Qn. me. ne e eber will ahine, 
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No smiling beam of hope will ever rise 4 
Justice divine, and-8elf-condemning Guilt, 
Consign-me over to eternal woe. 


What repentance is there for a wretch ho can 
make no restitution? The injury I have done can 
never be cancelled. It was desperate, it was irre- 


| parable mischief that I brought on the wretched 


Antonio: I cut off his space of trial, his probation 


for immortal joys, and tore him from all his fu- 


ture hopes of salvation. I perhaps surprised him 
with all his sins and unrepented follies on his head; 
his guilt might that instant be in its fullest magni- 
tude, while I, with a more than infernal rage, seiz- 
ed the cursed moment, and sent an immortal spi- 
Tit to hell. He may now be loading me with exe- 


crations, and sounding revenge through the caverns 


of Darkness against a miscreant that barred the 
gates of Bliss, and opened his passage to the dun- 
geons of Misery and endless Despair. 

These are the horrible images that haunt, and 
sometimes drive, me to the precipice of Ruin. Last 
night, in a dead and silent hour, I took my sword, 
and went softly into my garden, resolving to stab 


myself (so wild are the intervals of my grief) on 


the same place where I murdered my friend. When 

I came near I saw, or my fancy only made it real, 

a ghastly phantom resembling the murdered An- 

tonio, standing on the very spot where I gave the 

Fatal thrust 3 his countenance wan and _— his 
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wel: 

[4 [1 motionless eyes fixed full on mine, while his hand 

1 pointed to the well. imitated wound on his breast. 

1 The sight withered my strength, and the sword 

wy dropped from my trembling hand ; guilt made me 

1 a coward, and with a childish fear I hastily retired 

Wi | to my chamber, calling one of my servants to at- | 

[! tend me. So unlike am I grown to myself, I start : 

[| | at a shadow, and shudder at the presage of a dream, i 

we am surrounded with ill omens, and tormented with ; 

A more direful forebodings within. $ 

[ij [ We talk of racks, of hissing snakes, and gnaw- | ö 

1 ing worms; but all the emphasis of human lan- 

0 1 guage cannot describe the tortures of an accusing M 

Conscience. The united force of Art and Nature 

I! | cannot yield the least relief: the light of Paradise a 

1 could not cheer me; thè songs of angels would ; 
: but heighten my remorse, and augnient the exqui- . 

site anguish; the gloom of impenetrable night, and 


the sound of eternal tempests, wowd sooner sooth | : 
these unutterable agonies. B 
"What privilege is my being? wi am I 80 ; 
with immortality ? ? Oh that my severe Tudge, my 8 
4 omnipotent Adversary, would speak me again into M 
if my primitive nothing, Wack with one potent word, ; 


W 


—ͤ—Ü—jH— —— æ ̃́ᷣ I — — ——ñ ö—— 
- i A 
— 
— 
— 


bit Hnish my existence! one ö 
hl 3 The beasts are bappy, they come « forth * keep 

164 "af Short watch on earth, and then ly down to sleep; 

| | | Pain is for man, and, oh 1 how vast a pain 

1 vb be dhe, har ade the Opiead led in ai ! 26h 
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But why do I think it vain for me? Am I of all 


human race exempted ? am I the only distinguish- 


ed sinner excluded from the benefit of that infinite 
atonement ? am J on earth, or shut up in the infer- 
nal prison? Oh stay, thou glimmering beam - of 
Hope, with one heavenly visit chear my benighted 
soul. An uncertain if, a flattering poxribility, would 
be a momentary heaven to me; it would be re- 


demption from Hen, pardon to a | reprobate spirit. 


And yet. 
if I must perish, prostrate at thy feet | 
The humble victim of thy wrath shall fall, 
Imploring mezcy still; for merey reigns | 
Triumphant in thy nature; tis thy boast; 
The attribute that reigus on this side hell. 


My dear Clerimont, excuse my freedom ; it is 


natural for misery to complain: had I been ae- 
quainted with a person of more piety and generous 


compassion than .yourself, I had spared yau the 
reading of this melancholy relation, to which your 
long stay at Venice has made you a . W A- 
diau. 1 bu _ will pity i fant 
reps Levy 07 on ee, The wretched - 
MAD ingo | CaSsaNDER: : 
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LETTER III. 


To BaLIx DA, Jrom SyLv1s, to inform ber of the rea- 
Sons of ber $udden retreat into the country. 


Mr dear Belinda, I am indeed got back again, 
To harmless plain-work, and to croaking rooks, 
Old · fashion'd balls, dull aunts, and godly books. 
Dope. 
Jo a view of Nature in that simplicity which you 
rally so agreeably : but it is here I have recovered ' 
my peace, and am again grown a reasonable crea- 
ture; to which those godly books that you seem to 
have such a notion of have very much contributed, 
particularly Bishop Tillotson. 
I see you smile, not in malice, but good nature, 
at the sober confession, and want of delicacy in the 
choice of my reading; it diverts you, I know, that 
I should let Dryden and Otway ly stupidly by me, 
and impertinently spend an hour in reading a ser- 
mon; that when I am so well at ease in this world, 
- it should ever enter into my head to think of ano- 
ther; and that, in the bloom of eighteen, I should 
have such a gloomy disposition as to think myself 
mortal; and, if you will forgive me, I will own, 
that I sometimes read the Bible, in contempt of all 
modern refinements, and hope to form my life on 
chat antiquated scheme. These are, I confess, my 
dear Belinda, a very unfashionable set of thoughts, 
and have nothing in them modish or polite. 
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Ü believe you will be very inquisitive to find what 
has put these odd, these strange unaccountable 
whimsies into my brain. 


It is love, (you start - you pity you pray for 
me), but it is love, a tender hopeless passion that 
has had this surprizing effect! It is an absolute de- 


spair of being happy in this world that has put me 


on endeavours to secure the happiness of the next. 


Could I have possessed the idol of my soul I had been 


at rest, and had lost the relish of superior joys. 
But mine, with confusion I own it, was a crimĩ- 

nal affection, forbid by Earth and Heaven; my 

bliss was prohibited by laws human and divine. 


This confession will surprize you; but could you 


know the severity of my conduct you would excuse 


me. I have torn myself from the sight of the love- 
ly youth for ever, though I could have lost the light 


of the sun with less reluctance. My hasty retreat 


into the country was free and voluntary, and not, 
as was thought, the effect of my father's command. 
I was sincere, Heaven is my witness, in my desire 
to free myself from the criminal passion, and I 


thought the most certain way to AIR was by 
flight. 


You know the tour my 8 made to Paris 


brought him acquainted with Monsieur le Comte 
de R———; and when he came into England 
my brother returned with his family. I was in 
Town, and waited on Madame la Comtesse, who 
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did me the honour to detain me some time with 
her. | 
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Monsieur le Comte was one of the handsomest 
and best bred men in the world, and had as much 
of the English gravity as was agreeable to my own 
temper; which made me find his conversation very 
grateful and entertaining; nor had I the least sus- 


picion that there was any hazard in such a harm- 


less satisfaction. I had conversed in Town with as 
much freedom as a virtuous education allowed, and 
kept an equal indifference, without the least incli- 
nation to love, or even ae to hate any mor- 
tal man. 
The Comte was ,erfectly well-bred, and my va- 
nity made me interpret every little turn of gallan- 
try as the mark of some peculiar value and inno- 
cent friendship he had for me. Any other thought 
would have shocked my delicacy, and put me on 
my guard, against the guilty passion I found kind- 
ling in my breast; which, instead of opposing, I 
indulged as gratitude, and a just sense of merit. 


But I was soon sensible of the delusion, and how 


easily Vice betrays an unguarded mind under the 
specious disguise of Virtue. I found this freedom 
of conversation would prove fatal to all the peace 
and innocence of my mind, which had now lost 
its native calmness, and I began to experience all 
the fantastic effects of spleen, vapours, captice; in 
short, an uneasiness with myself, and every thing 


tiful and deserving. 
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else in the world, the charming — herself 
not excepted. 

But this set my guilt n in its full aggra- 
vation. Envy and Deceit had till now been stran- 
gers to my breast, which made me start at the 
monstrous forms; every new favour from Madame 
la Comtesse reproached me with violating the trust 


and confidence she had in my truth and virtue, 


and for having a wish that she had been less beau- 
The affection and intimacy | 
with which she treated me gave me an horror for 
myself, and I was again generous and sincere, and, 
as I thought, perfectly confirmed 1n virtue, till the 
charming Comte appeared, when I found myself 
jealous, unjust, and perverted to vice in a moment. 
However, I disguised my folly, from a secret de- 
hcacy in point of reputation, and an unaffected 
sense of honour. I am ashamed to tell you T had 
a thought that needed à disguise, though it was 
involuntary and unallowed; but I was an ill dis- 
sembler, and have some reason to believe the real 
disposition of my heart was perceived by the Comte, 
who one evening surprised me reclined on the * 


of a fountain repeating these lines : 
Come, bless'd Religion, with thy angel's face 
Dispel this gloom, and brighten all the place! 
Drive this destructive passion from my breast, 
y Compose my sorrows, and restore my rest ! 555 
Show me the path the fainted virgins trod, 
Wean me from earth, and raise my soul to God! 
No more let guilty Love my heart inflame 


LEY 


bd) _.., Sari 
The Comte understood English perfectly well: 


| but I recovered, myself with as good a grace as 1 
ml; could, and put on more gaiety and assurance than 
| | | was indeed natural to my disposition 3 and, to con- 
1 ceal my disorder, left him with precipitancy, and 
1 il. returned to the Comtesse, who was in her apart- 
4 ji ment reading the story of Rhetea in the Life of 
TAK"! Cyrus. She asked me, How I hiked it? The question, 
[! h I am persuaded, was accidental; but, with, some 
if i confusion, I answered, That 1 thought it well told. 
118 However, it awakened my remorse, and gave me 
il | an exquisite sense of the injustice of my secret in- 
110 _ clinations. 

lil l From this moment 1 resolved to go back into the 


country to conceal and conquer my folly. The 
tenderness and unaffected concern the Comtesse 
expressed iu parting with me confirmed my virtue, 
and gave me a secret confusion for the injustice of 
having wished her less happy. The calmness and 
sanctity of my soul seemed to be restored, and I 
had left the place a conqueror, if the Comte had 
not led me to the coach, and, by an accidental sigh, 
and a sort of a serious air in his face, given my mind 
a softer turn, and convinced me of the vanity of 
human confidence, and that I had gh with- 
out a victory. 
But the retirement of the country, and serious 
reflection, soon freed me from the tumultuous ef- 
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fects of a guilty passion: the scene altered with 
infinite advantage, and all grew peaceful and se- 
rene. I am now reconciled to myself, and find 
an ineffable satisfaction in the silent approbatiom 
of my own conduct; a satisfaction superior to all. 
the empty applause of the crowd. I reflect with 
pleasure on the happy change: my soul seems now. 
in its proper situation, and, conscious of its dignity, 
looks above this world for its rest and happiness: 
L am almost in a state of insensibility with regard. 
to mortal things, and have fixed my views on those 
infinite delights. which will. be the certain. rewards. 
af virtue. | my 
What is there here to fill these vast desires 7 
Should Fancy all her dazzling scenes display, 
Our wishes unconfin'd would wander st ill 
Beyond the limits of these narrow skies, 

In search of boundless and immortal joys. 
Adieu, my dear Belinda: as long as I leave you. 
to the quiet possession of the dear Town and its- 
dear joys, you will not envy me all that a gay i- 
Imagination can form of future pleasures.— Þ 
have trusted you with the inmost secrets of my 
soul, and know L can depend. upon your 2 
1am 


Four unalterable friend, 
ey SYLVIA. 


See the sequel of this story in Letter v. Part IE. 
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LETTER IV. 
To Eushrus, from a Deist. 


| Ware shall I find rest! The wide creation de- 
nies it. I have run through all the varieties of 


human folly, and searched every vanity below the 
sun. I have tried what was to be found in mad- 
ness; women, wine, and frolic have divided my 
hours; and I am now trying what satisfaction 
Wisdom and Philosophy can yield. You have 
made me at last a convert to natural religion, 
and turned me into a sort of a virtuous Heathen. 
Morality in its practice is no longer my aversion 
I begin to think reason and immortality the high- 
est advantages of humanity. That there is a God, 
all Nature cries aloud through all her works; and 
while I am attending those sacred dictates, in such 
raptures as these 1 often address myself, 


To the unknown Gop. 


Whate'er thou art, thou Excellence unknown! 

'Tis thee through all thy various works we seek: 
These secret languishments, these fierce desires, 

- Howe'er licentious, free and unconfin'd, 

Pursue unseen an object infinite - e 
Through ev'ry fair disguise the leading God 
Allures our eager souls: that rosy blush, 

Those sparkling eyes, and soft enchanting smiles, 
Receiv'd their charms from thee. Beauty is thine, ; 
In all its'cong'ring powers: in tber 

We trace up Pleasure to its sacred source. 


ä 
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We meet thee in the balmy western breeze, - 
The fragrance of the Spring, the spicy isles, 
And all Arabia breathes its sweets from thee. 
From harmony to harmony we rise 
To that superior skill which tun'd the spheres, 
Gave melody to Gabriel's heavenly lyre, 
And ev'ry moving grace to Rolli's song. 
Whatever sacred force in Music lyes, 
The dying strain that calms the wildest care, 
Or loftier note that prompts to glorious deeds; 
Th' inspiring God dwells in the mystic sound, 
And charms and captivates the list'ning Soul 
Through all her soft capacities of joy. | 
But what art thou, the secret spring of Life, 
Supreme in all perfections, though unknown ? 


More lovely than the fairest of thy works ; 


For thou art still beyond similitude. 

Still rising with distinguish'd eminence, 
In perfect beauty and unnivall'd glory. | 
But what those beauties, what those glories, are 
No mortal eye has seen, nor-boldest flight 


Of Fancy, in her gaiest scenes, conceiv'd. 5 


Some soft celestial echoes from afar, 


Some glimm'ring rays, with a reflected light, 
_ Atract our souls, and kindle warm desires, 

- Impetuous wishes, and aspiring hopes, 
Which own no bounds, but, infinitely free, - 
Break through created limits with contempt, 


And serk the great Original of bliss. 
But, oh! if Love—if Love's the boasted name, 


And darling attribute, reveal thyself, 
Unfold the heav'nly wonders of thy face, 
And stand in open majesty confess'd! 
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That reach at nothing short of God r 
If *tis a bliss impossible to man, 
If thou wilt never fill these vast desires, 
Why were they rais'd ? this eminence of thought 
Is but my terment.—Oh ! recall again ; 
This glorious curse, this thankless gift, my reason! 
This immortality, my dread! my horror! 
Far rather had I flourish'd in a plant, 
And only reach'd a vegetable life, 
Open'd my blossoms to the rising sun, 
And dropp'd their beauties ere the evening elose; 
Or had I mounted with the feather'd race 
In heights of air, or with my fellow brutes 
At freedom rang'd the trackless desert o'er, 
Slept in a den, or stretch'd my careless bulk 
Secure in open fields, heedless of good 
Or evil past, or present, or to come 
Oh, envy'd lot to mine ! if I must live 
Eternal years excluded from thy face, 
Be it in earth, or air, or in the deep, 
Where thou art absent ev'ry place is helk? 


The fields and woods are often witness to these 
soliloquies, while I fly from man to converse with 
the great spirit of Nature; for you have at last 
convinced me of a Divine Presence, with whose 
immensity I am surrounded. To this conscious 
Mind I sometimes address myself; with pleasure I 
grow acquainted with this propitious Being, and 
adore him as the spring of my existence. I seem 
to find some new capacities of happiness awake in 
my soul. Flanguish for some unknown joys, some 
yet unexperienced pleasures, and grow confident, 
that the Powers who raised these desires will at last 
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gratify them. That silence that self. reflection and 


retirement, that was lately my horror, is now be- 
come my delight; while I am attending the dic- 
tates of Reason, and sincerely endeavouring to 
know the weill of that Divine Mind, who must be 
too beneficent to leave me in my present doubts, 


while [ am sincerely seeking the 5 illumi- 


Thus far, my dear e your arguments 


have had success. I have the highest obligations 


to you for not suffering me to degrade myself in- 
to the rank of animals, and for persuading me to 
assume the dignity of a reasonable creature. In 
that capacity J am your most humble servant, 
PHILANDER. 


LETTER v. 
To Mrs * , from Axor, giving a account of 


ber criminal passion for Saas rlax. 
Madam, 


How Shall I begin? what language can paint the 


confusion of my thoughts ? which, could you be 
sensible of, it would be some apology for the fatal 
secret I would discover. Lam yet but a modest 
8inner, and can neither excuse nor dare disguise 
my guilt from one who, till now, has Shared all 


the secrets of my soul. 


Oh, think what I would say! imagine what it 


is I find such reluctance to discover, aud which I 
Volume . . | 
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must discover, though it costs me all your estcem 
your esteem, which has been my pride and happi- 
ness: but even that I will resign rather than suffer 
you to injure your own character by a continuance 
of that frienship 1 have forfeited. 

I am not that modest innocent person you be- 
lieve me; there is no disguising my iafamy, nor 
recovering my lost honour. 

I know you are surprised; you hardly credit 
me; you would fain believe I have belied myself; 
and what I have told you is the effect of spleen, 
melancholy, any thing but truth. Would to Hea- 
ven that it was all frenzy and wild imagination ! 


that I were innocently unhappy ! that I had lost 


my reason and kept my virtue ! 

Oh, heav'nly Virtue ! thine's a sacred flame, 

And still my soul pays homage to thy name. | 
Ye chaste and holy thoughts, that once possessed 
my soul, return again! return, ye smiling scenes 
of innocence and peace ! Ye secret Consolations 
of religion! ye gentle Whispers of conscience ! 
speak peace again to my unquiet breast 
I Have not yet begun. my fatal story :!—Oh, 
let it never be told! let it be lost in eternal obli- 


vion !—but that is impossible, it is registered on 


my heart. 


In what dark cavern shall 1 hide 1 my head ? 
Where seek retreat, now Innocence is fled? 


If my penitence had obtained pardon from Hea- 


ca- 


— 
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ven, the public would speak my infamy aloud. 


How am l fallen! from what height of reputation 
to the lowest contempt ! This, to a mind that still 
retains the nicest sense of honour, is an affliction 
insupportable. 1 have no refage from the insults 
of the world but solitude, and thither the thoughts 
of my guilt and infamy pursue me; the country 
shades, the seats of Tranquility and Peace, afford 
me no relief. 


Alone through unfrequented sbades J rove, 

And hope the sweets of Solitude to prove: . 

But at my sight each verdant prospect wears | ; 

A gloomy view, and every plant appears 

To bend its top, o'ercharg'd with dewy tears. | 
What joy can I in these recesses find | 3 

What beauteous scenes can please a guilty mind ? : 

In vain the Sun his mot ning pride displays; 

I turn my eyes, and sicken at his rays: | 

The silver moon, and sparkling stars by night, 

Torment me too with their officious light. 


Nase and earth seem to reproach me, and join 
wich the convictions of my own reason, which 


fully approves the rules I have violated. To what 


has my folly reduced me ? where shall I seek for 


peace when I am at variance with myself, and my 
prudence is inconsistent with those heavenly fe- 
cepts to which my mind assents ? 

I would tell you the story of my ruin, but every 
circumstance fills me with confusion. You know 


* seducer, and what a train of artifices he has 
G 2 | 


— 


1e 


my own resolution, and that disguise of honour 


never enter! 3 


| / 
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employed to complete it. You, Madam, gave me 
many gentle admonitions ; but I was too secure in 


which the false Sebastian always avowed, and 
never with #nore assurance than when his ag 
betrayed me into W.infamy. 
Time and place, the evening gloom 2nd ent 
shade, every circumstance conspired to my un- 
doing. The whispering gales, the falling foun- 
tains, the green retreats and flowery scenes, height- 
ened the soft temptation .: all nature seemed to sooth 
the tender passion, and gave my charming seducer 
new advantages; his form, his aspect, acquired un- 
usual graces, and his language was all enchantment. 
ann oh! his charming tongue 
Was but too well acquainted with my weakness; 
He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 

Dissolv'd within my breast. | 
Ot 
Whither is my imagination wandering ? Ye Pow- 
ers of Chastity, assist me! blot this guilty scene for 
ever from my soul! let the remembrance of these 
criminal delights no more return] let them be lost 
in darkness and oblivion ! let me be entertained with 
more pure and lasting Joys in some humble retreat, 
far from the noise and thoughtless amusements of 
the world ! I ask not princely bowers, or artful 
walks; let me pass my hours in some unfrequent- 
ed shade, where the 1 Images of Vanity and Sin may 
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ne EP | 
in Ob, celestial life] how do these peaceful scenes 
ur sooth and flatter my soul! thro! what enchanting. 
ad paths does my imagination stray !. Ye vain Gran- 
ry deurs of the world, adieu: adieu, ye idle Amuse- 
5 ments and fantastic Pleasures: what shadows do 
nt you now apper! how unsubstantial to these serious · 
n- prospects of Bliss! Let me dwell unmolested here; 
n- let me lose the remembrance of this busy world, and 
at- hear no more of its distracting follies! here let me 
th attend the happy period that shall untie the band. 
er of life! z and then, 
he Let some fair spirit, form'd alone for love, 
nt, That's happy in its full enjoyment, 


Tune the celestial lute, and gently sing 
A requiem to my soul; call out my life 
By the sweet pow'rs of heav'nly harmony: 5 
While on a rosy couch 1 rest my head. I? 
And in the languishments of Love divine | 
E my breath, and wake in endless joy. J 


vi In- the height of distraction I subscribe, 
ese Mapau, 
ost Your's, Ke 
1th ns 
1. I 
LETTER VI. 


From Evanpss to a Libertine. 
You must excuse me, my Lord, if 1 should not: 
yield to the conviction of your raillery, nor damn 
myself in mere 1 ron and ceremony. L 
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must confess, never was a bad cause defended with 
more wit and vivacity ; but I dare not venture on 
eternal misery in the gaiety of my heart, nor give 
up my hopes of salvation for a jest. | 
Nor can you blame me, my Lord, for being se- 
rious in things which, to my apprehension, are the 
greatest realities, tho”, to your politer imagination 
they may appear but dreams and chimeras. Till 
I can change my opinion, I should act unreasonably 
to desist from my pursuit of what I think the no- 
blest end of human actions. 8 
As for your objection against my scheme, that i it 
is a happiness future and uncertain ; your's, my 


Lord, has the same disadvantage. 


Is there any mortal that thinks himself happy | in 
any present enjoyments ? Same uneasy circum- 
Stance or other mingles itself with all sublunary 
bliss ; it is some future expectation that engages 


_ the mind. To morrow's assignation with a jovial 


friend or mistress depends on so precarious a thing 
as life; which thousands, before another rising 
sun, must resign, and your's, perhaps, may be a- 
mong the destined number; and in that very mo- 
ment your expectations perish, and prove as vision- 
ary as the celestial pleasures and divine entertain- 
ments that you turn into ridicule. 

On your scheme jit is but a breath betwixt a man, 
a reasonable being, the Lord of the creation, —and 
a clod of earth, a shadow, a mere nothing If the 


gan, 
and 


the 
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dt should keep a proper situation to drink, to 
sing, to laugh and dance, a thousand other chances 
may start up to disappoint the promised joy; which, 
if you reach, fruition itself will deceive your hopes, 
and leave you nothing but anxiety and remorse. 

This is what can never happen to me, though 
all my bright expectations should prove a fiction; 
as soon as | reach the fatal period I shall be past 
reflection; my gaudy hopes and being will end 
at once, and leave me for ever insensible of my 
loss : in the mean time, as long as the dream of 
life lasts, the very prospect of boundless and im- 
mortal pleasures must give the mind a greater sa- 
tisfaction, in mere speculation, than all those fleet» 
ing imperfect enjoyments whose fallacy you every 
moment discover. 0 

Let my plan of happiness be ever 50 visionary, 
it is noble; let it be invented by the craft of priests 
or politicians, it is superior to all the luxury by 
which the greatest Libertine ever * to on | 
tity his desires. | 

Riches and grandeur, wine and EY music 
and beauty, are the height of your wishes; but all 
these either fatigue the mind with anxiety, or lan- 
guish and sleep on the senses. You have often 
owned to me, that a series of these enjoyments has 
left you nothing but vanity and vexation; and 
have, in your reasonable intervals, confessed, that 
these are no more 7 specious names, and sha- 
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dos of some original good that the mind througtt 
every disguise pursues. 
This is the supreme excellency after which my 
soul aspires; if it is imaginary, the mind must yet 
be enlarged by grasping at the enjoyment of infi - 
nite happiness: for 1 dare confess my end is the 
same with your's-; it is pleasure we both pursue; 
and as at present it consists chiefly in expectation, 
mine must n your's by the proportion of its. 
object. | | 
Fou have set your night for the Opera, to hear 
Faustina sing; I expect the period when the cur- 
tain of mortality shall be drawn, and the scenes of 
eternal glories open, and angels solace me with ce- 
AIestial- harmony 8 
The flowery spring returns to love, and your 
soft retirement into one of the fairest seats in Eng- 
land entertains you; while my imagination wane 
ders through the heavenly Paradise, and recreates 
itself by blissful streams among the trees of Life. 
| You attend the happy period that, after long im- 
patience, shall give the charming Zephalinda to 
your vows ;. while a diviner-flame animates my soul. 
in the search of infinite Perfection. 
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But tell me whence. this wondrous flame began, 
Ye angels who behold the face of God! 
Icall the worms my brethren, and confess 
Corruption is my father; yet high as your's.. 
My wishes rise, the. same. divine ambition, 
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The same bright object, kindles my desires. 


O lovelier than the fairest of thy works, 


Nothing below thyself, great as thou art, 
Exalted and supreme—nothing below 
Thyself can ever fix my restless thought. 
These faculties were made alone for thee, 
Or | had never rais'd a wish 50 high, 
Necessity of Nature leads me on; 

My reason has no theme, my. life no end: 


Love, the superior passion of my soul, 


Finds nothing equal to its dignity. 
Give all the sun goes round to those that seek: 


A happiness beneath the Sov'reign Good; 


One gentle look, one heav'nly smile, of thine- 
Has blotted ev'ry charm trom Nature's face, 
And faded all the glory. of the world. 

Why dost thou bid me listen to the voice 
Of Nature, in her just melodious round? 

Why dost thou bid me trace the flow'ry fields, 

The Spring's gay verdure, or with wann eyes 
Sur vey the circle of the firmament? 

What is there lovely on the spacious earth, 

Or in th' etherial round, comp ar'd to thee ? 
Compar'd to thee, the stars can boast no light; 
The sun itself, in modest clouds conceal'd, 

Pays homage to the great eternal Spring 

Of sacred life, and u ncreated light. 

Whate' er at utmost stretch the mind of man: 
Can form, in its unbounded range of thought, 
Of bright, or fair, or justly regular, 

When Fancy launches out to worlds unknown, 
And paints beyond created beauty fair, 
Still thou art fairer and more perfect still. 


E know, my Lord, vou. will ꝑardon this poetical 
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excursion, since I have been led to ĩt by your ex- 
ample. 

I need not ike an apology for continuing to 
insult you with my privileges, since I have no de- 
sign in it but what is abstractly disinterested and 
charitable. A place of trust or honour employs 


/ 


your thoughts, and calls for your perpetual attend- 


| ance; and when you think yourself secure of the 


gaudy trifle, your pretences may be lost by a mo- 
mentary caprice; but my expectations run higher 
than any dignity this world can boast; it is a ce- 


lestial crown and kingdom that fires my ambition 


I am in pursuit of infinite honours, and grasp the 
glories of immortality. 
You see, my Lord, in every respect, in love and 


glory, I have the advantage of you. Suppose my | 


pretensions as visionary as you will, nothing can 
be more exalted than such a notion of happiness : 


it is endless and complete, unclouded with pain or 


sorrow; whereas you can never boast of being per- 
fectly at ease, nor to taste pleagure unmingled with 
many wortifying evils z in your gayest flights you 
cannot flatter yourself with such views. 


But this prospect is all peaceful and Serene, not 


a moment's anxiety shall rise to break the series of 
eternal joy. Whatever holy cheat laid the plan, 


It is no dishonour to be thus deluded. Let poets, 


priests, or politicians, be the inventors, a thousand 


kante blessed be the happy genius that provided this 
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relief to soften the chagrin of mortal life 1 When 

tired and sick of all mortal vanities, the mind re- 
poses itself in fragrant bowers, sports on flowery 
lawns, and wanders through Elysian groves, where 
the raptured fancy drinks at the fountains. of Life, 
and bathes in rivers of immortal pleasure ! 

Death, the gloomy period of all your hopes, in 
the height of your luxury and most jovial enter- 
tainments, insults your imagination with is hor- 
rid aspect; but this ghastly phantom, this univer- 
sal tertor, brightens into a smile, and in an angel's 
form beckons me away to endless rest. That un- 
tried gulf, that you expect will at once swallow up 


your joys and existence, appears to me a passage to 


undecaying life and pleasure. 

And let it still be granted that my expectation, 
of future bliss proves a fiction, and Christianity a 
mere delusjon, I shall be insensible of remorse or 
shame for my credulity, and shall ly down as glo- 

riously with the clods of the valley, and sleep as 
swectly in my primitive dust, as your Lordship. 

But, oh! ſhould the objects of the Christian 
faith prove true, what a wild hazard do you run 
what limits will your confusion find! Your shame 
will be as lasting as your misery: you will reproach 


yourself for ever, and be exposed to the derision of 


the wretched society to which you are joined——— 
Il ny a rien plus reel que cela, ni de plus terrible, faisons 
tant que nous voudrans les braves: There s nothing 


— 
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more real than that, nothing more terrible; let 
c us put on never so many stout airs.” 

J have, you find, obeyed your commands, and. 
sent you my thoughts on this subject, to convince. 
your Lordship how much I am 

Tour devoted humble servant, 
0 Evanpzn. 


— — 


n. 
From Htexminivs to his gicter, acquainting her with the 
unhappy effects of his farin Fer CLRORA. 

My dear Sister, = 
Fr is with great Pape I obey your command, in 
letting you know the disposition of my heart to the 
charming Cleora. To one whose thoughts were 
less refined than your's my discourse would be in- 
credible; but you are a sort of Platonic, and may, 
perhaps, approve the effects of a generous passion, 
and give credit to the reformation it has made in 
in my life. 

Tou will forgive me, Madam, for being once in 
the right when I have dissented from you, since it: 
is the only instance I have to boast of. Had I been 
governed by your advice, and fled the fair Cleora, 
instead of conversing with her, I might have been 
an unreformed Libertine: but she set Virtue in my: 

view with its most charming advantages; I sa 
an angel in her form, and. heard celestial music in 
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her voice : she was the messenger of. the skies to 

convert me ; I owned the credentials, and yielded 
to the heavenly inspiration. 

You know, my dear Sister, that her dawning 

beauty had made an impression on my heart before 

I went to travel. 


1 watch'd the early glories of her eyes, i 
As men for day break watch the eastern kies. Dryden. 


1 left England with the flattering hopes of find- 
ing her free at my return, and with a full intention 
to make my addresses to her. While I staid at 
Rome, that imperial seat of Vice, the only loose 
amour I had was with a beautiful Italian who 
something resembled the matchless Cleora, who 
was $till the mistress of my reasonable affections. 

But how great was the anguish of my soul when, 
after all my gay expectations, the first news that 
surprised me at my return was, that she was just 
married to Philaret, the man that of all the world 
I would not have hated or injured; a man that 
had every amiable quality, and was the pride and 
joy of all his acquaintance: nor could l forget some 
former obligations his popular interest had laid on 
me. In this exigence J resolved to dispense with 
the ceremony of paying my compliments to him, 
that I might avoid the sight of his lovely bride 
nor did I frequent any public place where I was 
likely to meet her. 8 5 


But at last the fatal 1 interview came, and, in che 


% 
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drawing-room, sparkling as an angel, I saw the 
lovely creature. From this moment I became an 
apostate to Virtue, and, secretly renouncing all the 
ties of Truth and Honour, resolved, with great de- 
liberation, to be a villain. This noble design was 

| the subject of my retired contemplations. With 

| what wild, what impious soliloquies have I whis- 

pered to the Groves and Streams, wishing the 
laws of Heaven cancelled, and the state of Nature, 
in the fiction of a Golden Age, real! These sense- 
|- less lines have often expressed my infamous rap- 

4 O siccle plus beureux mille fois pour les 1 

Que le siecle dur ou nous sommes! 

Non parceque la terre en cet age parſait 
Donnoit tous les fruits ſans cult ure, 

Que les fleuves estoint de lait, 

Que le miel dans nos bois couloit sur la verdure: 
Mais par ceque l'honeur, ce tyran des nos ames, 

Cette trompeuse idole, & ce phantome vain, 

N'avoit sur les coeurs une pouvair souveraign, 
Et ne S'opposoit pas aux amoreuses flames“. 

O happy age! a thousand times nrore bless'd 
Than the hard state by mortals now possess d! 
Not because bounteous Nature did then yield 

Fer fruits spontaneous to the soil yntill'd; 

Nor that the rivers flow'd with milky waves, 

Not that the trees drop'd honey from their leaves; 
But because Honour, phantom of controul, 
False airy idol, tyrant of the soul, 

Then to our am'rous flames no bounds consign'd, 


Then knew no sovereign Power o'er the mind. 


Such 
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Such were my secret extravagancies, the entertain- 
ments of my solitary walks; but in the height of 
my folly, heaven did not entirely abandon me. 

I took all handsome opportunities to follow and 


converse with the fair Cleore, a favour she never 


refused me; if she had, I should have entertained 
more hopes than from the manner in which she 
treated me. I attended her coach, her chair, haunt- 
ed her at public places, ogled, stared, sighed, and 
practised all the modern fopperies of Love, which 
she never thought it worth her while to observe; 
and, to my great mortification, I found I neither 
pleased nor molested her: all my dumb eloquence 
and mute address was lost on her; she minded it 
no more, nor perhaps so much, as she would the 
. frolics of a monkey. I might give myself what 
postures and airs I thought most becoming, and act 
the indolent or languishing lover without interrup- 
tion; she looked as if she had no manner of ap- 
prehension what I was doing, or what I intended. 
My breath had been as well employed in talking 


of darts and flames to the plants and trees; the 


Jargon was so perfectly unintelligible to her, that 


she either answered nothing to the purpose, or 


turned the discourse to some grave moral subject. 
And as she had the finest turn of wit, and the 
most graceful manner of speaking, in the world, 


every thing she said made an impression on my 


soul; every vice on which she set a mark of infa- 


: * 
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my, though ever so modish, lost its credit with me; 
and every virtue, though ever so severe, seemed 
practicable with her applause. 

The manner in which she treated my passion 
set me in a very ridiculous light to myself. The 
vanity appeared unpardonable that inspired me 
with the hopes of rivalling the happy man to 
whom, in the sight of Heaven, with her vows she 
had sincerely given her esteem and tenderest affec- 
tion. Whatever regard was due to such distin- 
guishing merit as 1 gave him 5 nothing 
could be more soft and efigaging than her whole 
behaviour to him. Her modesty was unaffected ; 
truth and justice appeared 4n all her actions; in 
the gayest bloom of youth, and triumph of beau- 
ty, she practised the strictest rules of piety. This, 
joined to the most gentle disposition, and a genius 
turned to every thing that is beautiful and polite, 
makes her one of the brightest characters of mo 
age. 

A thousand times blessed be the heavenly Power 
that kept me back from the ruin I courted ! and, 
by the example and conversation of the lovely wo- 
man, made me a proselyte to Virtue, and guided 
me to a rational and lasting happiness !. 

But, my dear sister, this unfortunate event shall 
not encourage me to contemn your advice on any 


ſuture endes and, in this i instance, I know * 
wall forgive, 2 e hogs 
Madam, 
1 most obedient humble SEW 
| | Henuixrus. 


LETTER VII. 


From Brr Taro vn to CARLOS, relating the sory of H 
love to Amen. 


Lew glad to find you so entirely satisfied, so com- 
pletely blessed amidst the noise and amusements 
of the town, I congratulate your enjoyment of as- 
semblies, operas, and masquerades; but all your 
boasted pleacures cannot raise my envy at previctly 
nor tempt. me back from the country. 


My mind is in such a fantastic disposition, that 
L find more satisfaction in talking to trees, streams, 


and echoes, thaw to reasonable creatures. I con- 


verse frequently with a row of willows that grow 


an the banks of a neighbouring river, and have of- 
ten called them to witness what they neither hear 
nor understand. The streams are often swelled 
with my tears without ever rising to a deluge; and 
the rocks melted at 8 without 1 
one atom of their bulk. 

But, while J laugh at ad; 1 Shall easily for- 
give you if you nn and 

Volume 1, H 
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enter into the ridicule of my character; yon are 


a lover yourself of the modern jovial kind, quite 

the reverse of the solemn antiquated form of Pastor 

Fido, Don Quixote, and your humble servant. 
All chis raillery is forced, and only used in po- 


licy, that I may tell my story with a good grace to 


a man of your gaiety. 


You know how the young Elvira was left to my 
father's care by her mother, and, by a contract 


between- both our parents, was, from her child- iz 


hood, designed a wife for me; but neither her 
beauty nor vast fortune have had the least influ- 
ence on me to make any addresses to her. I have: 
conversed with her with great indifference, and 


thought I had reason to believe she had the same 


for me. But my father, in order to make good his 


— 


engagements, when he was on his death-bed, de- 
sired me to promise him, with the greatest solem- 


nity, to marry her. As he had been the best of pa- 
rents, I promised him without any reluctance, on 


condition Elvira did not refuse me, of which 1 had 


some secret hopes.: however, as I then had no o- 


ther inclination, I was in no manner of care whe- 


ther she accepted or refused me. 
But when I was last in Fown, and walking i in the- 


Mall, I met one of the most agreeable women I e- 

ver saw; she was tall, and exactly shaped, her eyes 
- Erge and fine, with something soft and pensive in 
Nr air, . of thought, of wit, of TOs 


* 
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cy. which I cannot express. Whether I then met 
my fellow- mind that had been paired for me by des- 
tiny, or whether in some pre. existent state we had 
been acquainted, I know not; but I flattered my- 
self she observed me without contempt. I spent 
my time in following or endeavouring to meet her, 
and at last had made myself so remarkable, that she 
seemed to think herself obliged to avoid me. As 
far as I could, without being ridiculous by my cu- 
riosity, 1 inquired after her, but left the walks un- 
informed who she was. I was in a day or two for- 
ced to go into the country, where I was detained 
for some months, endeavouring in vain to forget the 
5 fair stranger I had seen. 
In this temper I was taking a solitary ramble from. 
my own seat, till I came to the entrance of a wood. 
that was near the Earl of s park: here I found, 
surprising as a heavenly vision, the lovely form that 
had charmed me, sitting with a Milton in her hand, 
Which she was reading with such attention, that L 
spoke to her before she saw me. She immediately 
withdrew into the park, but 1 followed her, and 
told her, the happiness of my life depended on her 
attention, which in the most modest manner she at 
last granted, and heard the soft relation. That lit- 
tle success gave me such hopes, that I pursued the 
affair on every opportunity I could prevail with her 
to give me: for as my fortune and rank were su- 
perior to her 5, which was _ dependent, the act- 
"Ba. 
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ed with great caution, and convinced me that wy 
possessed all that true grandeur of mind that eon- 
scious virtue inspires. Her wit, the elegance of her 
behaviour, with a thousand graces that attended her 
whole conduct, secured her conquest, and confined 
all my hopes of earthly happiness to the possession of 
the charming maid : nor did I fear the least obstacle 
to my wishes ; for I had told her my engagement to- 
my father, and the full certainty I had, (as indeed 1 
thought) of Elvira's refusal ; which I now went 
to ask, with a perfect assurance that I should re- 
eeive it. Her coldness did not seem to have the 
air of affectation, but rather the effect of a secret 
aversion. I looked on myself to be a sort of in- 
eumbrance entailed on her by her ancestors, of 
which she would be joyfully freed; and in the 
gaiety of my heart made her an offer of my per- 
son, such as it was, without the least expectation 
of being accepted; as I was, to my unspeakable 
confusion. She perceived my disappointment with 
a modest but tender concern, and put me into a 
disorder that I could not easily recover. 
I knew my love to the beautiful Almeda was a 
Secret to every body but ourselves ; and if it had 
been known, I would do Elvira the justice to con- 
fess, there was a sweetness in her temper almost 
incapable of malice : however, I durst not discover 
the affair without Almeda's consent; to whom I 


went in the height of wy, gistress, to let her know 


the disappointment: she grew pale at the relation, | 
sunk into my arms, and only spoke with tears; 


but soon left me, without letting me know her 
resolution, till within a few hours 1 received the 
inclosed. 


To BRLLAMoUR, 

I BRG you to forget, and never think of seeing me 
again, nor let any thing tempt you to violate your 
engagement to a dying father. It would be bar- 
barous in you to abandon the fair Elvira, who was 
an orphan cast on the protection of. your family. 
Do not entertain one anxious thought far me: 1 

was the care of Providence when I was unknown 
to you, and that will be my refuge in all future 


1 ALMEDA« 


1 am just going to Kicover | our mutual passion 


to Elvira, and to show her this letter, in hopes 


that compassion will prevail with her to refuse 


me; and cannot but flatter myself with success, 
from the gentleness of her disposition. I am, in 


all the changes of Fortune, 


My dear Canon, | 95 6 
Lane, your's 
BELLAMOUR» 


See the sequel of this story in Letter xyiks Part uU. 
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LETTERS 
LETTER IX. 


2 Pntil Axio, from the Dube of * * * ®, written on 
his deatbbed. 


BEFoRE you receive this my final state will be de- 
termined by the Judge of all the earth; in a few 
days at most, perhaps in a few hours, the inevi- 
table sentence will be past, that shall raise me to 
the heights of happiness, or sink me to the depths 
of misery. While you read these lines, I shall be 
either groaning under the agonies of absolute de- 
spair, or triumphing in the fulness of joy. ; 
It is impossible for me to express the prezent 
disposition of my soul, the vast uncertainty I am 
struggling with ; no words can paint the force and 
vivacity of my apprehensions : every doubt wears 
the face of horror, and would perfectly overwhelm 
me, but for some faint beams of hope which dart 
across the tremenduous gloom. What tongue can 
utter the anguish of a soul suspended between the 
extremes of infinite joy or eternal misery? I am 
throwing my last stake for eternity, and tremble 
and shudder for the important event. | 
Good God ! how have I E myself! l what 
enchantment has held me! in what delirium has 
my life been patt! what have I been doing! while 
the sun in its race, and the stars in their courses, 
have lent their beams, er. wy to _ me to 
perdition, EY WE 


rs 
I never waked till now. I have but just com- 
menced the dignity of a rational being: till this 
instant I had a wrong apprehension of every thing 
in nature. I have pursued shadows, entertained 
myself with dreams; I have been treasuring up 
dust, and sporting myself with the wind. I look 
back on my past life, and, but for some memorials 
of infamy and guilt, it is all a blank, a perfect va- 
cancy. I might have grazed with the beasts of the 
field, or sung with the winged inhabitants in the 
woods, to much better purpose than any for which 
I have lived: and, oh! but for some faint hope, x 
thousand times more blessed had I been to have 
slept with the clods of the valley, and never heard 
the Almighty * nor waked into like at his com- 
mand! = 
I never had a just OR of the solemnity 
of the part I am to act till now. I have often 
met Death insulting on the hostile plain, and with 
a stupid boast defied his terrors; with a courage 
as brutal as that of the warlike horse I have rush- 
ed into the battle, laughed at the glittering spear, | 
and rejoiced at the sound of the trumpet; nor had 
a thought of any state beyond the grave, nor the 
great tribunal, to wh I must have Sew” sum- 
moned; 


| Where all my gecret dem had been reveaPd, 
Nor the. minutest citcumistance conceal'd. 


It ; is this which arms death with all 1 its demon 
H 4 
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else I could still mock at Fear, and «mile in the 
face of the gloemy Monarch. It is not giving up 
my breath, it is not being for ever insensible, is 
the thought at which I shrink; it is the terrible 
hereafter, the something beyond the grave, at which 
I recoil. Those great realities, which in the hours 
of mirik and æanity I have treated as ntoms, 
as the idle dreams of superstitious brains, these 
_ wtart forth, and dare me now in their most terrible 
demonstration. My awakened conscience feels 


something of that eternal e I have often 
dehied. 


To what heights of ! is it nes ſor 
human nature to reach? What extravagance is it 
£0 jest with death ! to laugh at damnation ! to sport 
with eternal chains, and recreate a jovial fancy 
with the scenes of infernal misery! W 

Were there no impiety in this kind of mirth, it 
would be as ill-bred as to entertain a dying friend 
with the sight of an Harlequin, or the rehearsal 
of a farce. Every thing in Nature seems to re- 
proach this levity in human creatures z the whole 
creation but man is serious; man, who has the 
highest reason to be so, while he has affairs of in- 

Kne consequence depending on his short uncer- 
tain duration. A condemned wretch may wich as 
good a grace go dancing to his execution as the 
greatest part of mankind goon with cs ad 
ws TK be Mig ts 


Moral and Entertaining. 121 

Oh, my Philario | with what horror do J recall 
those hours of vanity we have wasted together! 
Return, ye lost neglected moments! how should 
I prize you above the eastern treasures! Let me 
dwell with hermits ; let me rest on the cold earth; 
let me converse in cottages 3 may I but once more 
stand a candidate for an immortal crown, and 
have my probation for celestial happiness. 

Ye vain Grandeurs of a court! ye sounding Ti- 
tles, and perishing Riches! what do ye now signi- 
fy ? what consolation, what relief, can ye give me? 

I have had a splendid passage to the grave; I 
die in state, and languish under a gilded canopy; 
I am expiring on soft and downy pillows, and am 
respectfully attended by my servants and physi- 
cians: my dependents sigh, my sisters weep, my 
father bends beneath a load of years and grief; 
my lovely wife, pale and silent, conceals her in- 
ward anguish; my friend, the generous Pylades, 
who was as my own soul, suppresses his sighs, and 
leaves me to hide his secret grief. 

But, oh! which of these will answer my sum- 
mons at the high tribunal ? which of them will 
dail me from the arrest of Death? who will descend 
into the dark prison of the grave for me? 
Here they all leave me, after having paid a few 
idle ceremomes to the breathless clay ; which per- 

haps may ly reposed in state, while my soul, my 
_ only conscious part, may stand trembling before 
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my Judge. My afflicted friends, it is very pro- 
bable, with great solemnity, will lay the senseless 


corpge in a stately monument, inscribed with, 
Here lyes the Great 


But could the pale carcass speak, it would $00n 
reply ; | 

false marble, where? 

Nothing but poor and sordid dust lyes here. 


6 
While some flattering panegyric 1s pronounced 


at my interment, I may perhaps be hearing my 
just condemnation at a superior tribunal ; where 
an unerring verdict may sentence me to everlast- 
ing infamy. But I cast myself on his absolute 
mercy, through the infinite merits of the Redeem- 
er of lost mankind. Adieu, my dear Philario, till 
we meet in the world of spirits. 


LETTER X. 


; From Cano to Amasia, who had seduced bim into 
a criminal love for ber. 


Too lovely Amasia! whither have you led my 
heedless steps ? into what paths of destruction have 
you seduced me? I have done an action which will 
never bear the reflection of reason; an action that 
will stamp an endless stain on my character, and 
with which my conscience loudly reproaches me. 
I have sinned against all the ties of honour and 
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gratitude. The generous man I have wronged was 
the guardian of my childhood, and the guide of 
my yet unexperienced youth. am entering into 
the world under his conduct and protection; he 
has been more than a father to me. Never wasa 
trust discharged with greater tenderness and fide- 
lity; may Heaven return it in a thousand blessings 
on his head: — Should -he ever leave an orphan like 
me exposed, may it meet the same justice and hu- 
manity I have found from him; but, oh! may it 
never make such a return! Let such villany never 
stain his noble mes, nor leave a blemish on his 
name! | 
These thoughts bring back to my memory all 
his gentle treatment, awake my young affections, 
and melt me into childish tears.—Oh, could they 


wash away my guilt, and restore me back to virtue! 


My fault i is past: yy oh, what form. of prayer 
Can serve my turn 


u l 
A; Canis on the maxims of the world, and that im- 


propriety of language that would disguise the 
basest of crimes with the names of amusement 
and gallantry ? Let me be singular, let me be un- 
polite, let me be unfashionably good, if I can but 
keep my peace, and justify myself to my own con- 
science! Let me inviolably observe the rules of 
Truth and Justice, be fearless and open to the in- | 
open of God; and may everlasting reproach - 
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rest on all the modish appellations and refinements 
that would soften the Horror of a base and treach- 
erous action! 

These were the ne in kh the gene 
Altamont instructed me, and confirmed by his own 
great example. My mind had been elevated by 
the rehearsal of heroic actions, and a love to the 
public interest ; by a philosophic fortitude, and the 
command of my passions. Such were the motives 
that governed me, till the fatal day came that made 
you a bride to the deluded Altamont ; from which 
unhappy period I may date my apostasy from vir- 
tue. You taught me softer maxims, and pervert- 
ed the noble ardour of my soul into loose and in- 
famous designs; while you caressed me with an 
open freedom, which my early years, and your hug 
| band's affection for me, too easily excused. ? 

Till then I had been a stranger to love; and, 
thoughtless of danger, left myself unguarded to all 
our charms; ignorant whither the growing pas- 
sion led, nor thought the pleasure criminal which 
I tock in your conversation: but I was soon soft - 
ened into sin, and unwarily took in the deadly poi- 
30n, while you indulged the guiley inclination, and 
#00thed me into ruin. 


What infernal delusion perverted your Wenn 
when you preferred me to the man to whom you 
had given your vows ? The vainest of all your sex 
might have limited her ambition with such a con- 
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quest. It the most agreeable person, the best tem- 
per, joined with unblemished equity ta man, and 
piety to God, ever claimed esteem, he might justly 

challenge it from all that knew him. 
But he had a right to your affection by a thou- 
and tender engagements, and by his. entire conſi- 
dence in your fidelity ; not from any credulity of. 
temper, but from his own innate honour, and a soul 
incapable of treachery ar distrust. With an artifice 
which only Hell could teach, you have secured the 
esteem of a-man who, in all things else, acts with, 
the greatest judgement and penetration. 
It was the disguise Isa you practise that re- 
called me back to truth and hanour: in your crime 
I perceived my own guilt, and abhorred the mon- 
strous part I had been acting. While he, my guar- 
dian, my protector, had been fatiguing himself with 
cares and. journies to secure me from wrongs. and 
injustice, I, in his on hause, proved a traitor to 
his honour, and invaded the most sacred rights of 
bis affection.— Oh that he would appear to my 
view an enemy, a villain, any thing but a. friend 
and benefactor ! These titles. confound. and pierce 
my soul with the most exquisite torments. 

The fever from which 1 am just recovered was 
not half so threatning to my life as the expresssions 
af his kindness; when, with the tenderness of a 
father, and the benignity of a friend, he watched 
my languishing intervals, and discovered the most 
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affectionate concern for my life. How exquisite 
was my remorse | Nothing but the dread of eternal 
vengeance could have kept me from putting an end 
to that life for which he showed such: an unfeigned 
concern. 

My crime stood in all its aggravations before me: 
the secret sense of my guilt was worse than death 
or infamy; I abhorred the disguise of virtue by 
which I deceived him: no consideration but his hap- 
piness could have restrained me from confessing my 
villany, and giving myself up to his just reproaches 
and vengeance. I could have smiled on Death, and 
welcomed the fatal stroke from his hand, could 
that have been an expiation for my guilt. 

But I had my peace to make with Heaven, and 
found another sort of expiation necessary to secure 
me from divine vengeance ; so that, as much as T 
was tired with life, death was no refuge, nor could 
1 fly to the grave as a sanctuary: yet, as soon as 
ever my health permits, I am fully determined to 
make myself an exile from my native country, and 


uy the sight of my injured friend for ever. But, 
—— —where shall I find refuge? 
No barb'rous nation wilk receive a guilt 
So much transcending theirs, but drive me out! | 
The wildest beasts will hunt me from their dens, 
And birds of prey molest me in the grave. 
1 dare not see you, Madam, to take a last fare- 


well. You have beauty, and J am human: and, af- 
ter these convictions, should the dangerous flame 
I: 
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again kindle, I must sin away all hopes of forgive- 
ness from God or man. Make what reparation 
you can to the best of husbands by your future 
conduct : it is the last advice you will receive from 
the unhappy | CLA DON. 


LETTER XI. 
To my Lord ** from a dates man. 

My Lord, | 
Your commands are very obliging, in giving me 
an opportunity to be impertinent, by entering into- 
a detail of my solitary amusements in this absolute 
retreat from all the polite and agreeable part of so- 
ciety. It is well I have your gracious indulgence 
to talk of myself, and be the hero of my Own ro- 
mance; for, without vanity, I meet nothing here 
more considerable; nor is it without j justice that I 
claim the privilege of personating the 5 part 
in the drama. 

Indeed I was never more sensible of my own 
dignity; abstract from business or diversion, my 
mind retires within itself, where it finds treasures 
till now undiscovered, capacities formed for infi- 
nite objects, desires that stretch themselves beyond 
the limits of this wide creation in search of the great 
Original of life and pleasure. I find new powers 
exerting their energy, some latent exercises, which, 
till now, I have been a stranger to: I have indeed 


 keard from the men who teach such holy fables, 
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(as I then thought them, that the soul was immor- 
tal, and capable of celestial joys : but | rather wish- 
ed than believed these transporting truths, and put 
them on a level with the poets' rosy bowers, their 
myrtle shades, and soft Elysian Fields; but now I 
am convinced of their evidence, and triumph in the 
privileges of my on being. I*-rejoice to think, 
that the moment I begun to exist 1 entered on an 
eternal state, and commenced a duration that Shall 
run parallel to that of che ne and self-exist- 

ent Mind. 

This prospect animates me. with a Sona Ae 
tion, and casts a reproach on all created glory: the 
world vanishes, its charms and soft allurements are 
no more; a veil is cast on mortal beauty, the spell 
is broken, the enchantment dissolved. DOTS 

You smile, I know, and take this for an imagi- 
nary triumph, a sort of cowardly insult | in the ab- 
sence of an enemy. You will tell me this contempt. 
of grandeur appears with an ill grace in one that 
has the possession of a splendid post in the govern- 
ment : but this, my Lord, is what has given me a 
just opinion of the world, and of myself. A con- 
stant series of success and prosperity has convinced 
me, that the whole creation cannot make me bless- 

ed. My ambitious designs have never been disap- 
pointed; in love, by a strange caprice of the sex, I 
have been always fortunate; but whatever pleasure 
I pursued, the enjoyment always undeceived on dis- 
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gusted me. Sometimes I was too wise, andgome= 


times too capricious, to be pleased. | 625 
Why I'm I not at rest! why cannot these hints 


gatisfy, or at least delude me with a dream of hap- 


piness? why must I so exactly balance the weight 
of evil that mingles with every good? Had I these 
reflecting powers to make me thus nicely. misera- 
ble ? Jam reasoning away all the satisfaction of 
human life, and growing wise to desperation: I 


cannot so much as amuse myself with an airy hope z 


I have tried all the vanities below the sun, and 
there is no novelty left to flatter me; I know the 
utmost that Beauty and Greatness can give, and, 


am cured of love and ade by Os 


evidences. 
What a r . whey lating joys, aid I pro- 
mise myself in the possession of the admired Aspa- 
sia! Yhe yielding beauty, by granting my desires, 
lost my esteem; her charms vanished, her wit was 
impertinence, and her artifice disgusted me. This 
put a period to my gallantries: the women. were 
no longer angels, but mere erring mortals, with 
whom I conversed on a level, without any temp- 
tation to idolatry. Balls and assemblies, dancing 
and dress, were no longer the subjects of my se- 
rious application, nor the supreme design of my 


5 being. I no longer interested myself in the success 


of any modish entertainment; with great modera- 


tion J heard the grand controversy who zung best⸗ 
. VVV 
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friends, I found myself surrounded with flatterers 
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Cuzzoni or Faustina; and I left the important 
truth to be decided by more capable judges. I 
yielded an implicit assent to every well - dressed cri- 
tic, who affirmed Mrs —— was the best actress of 
Polly in the Beggar's Opera ; and never betray- 
ed any intemperate zeal, or breach of charity, a- 
gainst those who dissented. I knew every beau 
and fine lady in Great Britain had a right to judge 
for themselves; and that being te too Phone _ 
endanger the public peace. 

But these soft follies were only discarded for more 
gpecious vanities: distinction and power, titles and 
equipage, now employed my thoughts; ambition 
took full possession of my soul: A reached the en- 
vied height, and made myself gloriously miserable. 
The period from whence I resolwed to date my hap- 
piness begun with distrust and anxiety: instead of 


and mercenary dependents. Impatient, and fati- 
gued with the crowd, I sometimes withdrew to my 
apartment, and in solitary grandrur tried what joys 
the contemplation on my quality and titles could 
give “ The most Noble — The right Honour- 
% able!“ Ye potent Words !”--I cried, “where 
<« is your energy ?—Ye mighty Sounds, that once 
fired my soul! where is your accustomed force? 


4 have ye no pleasing magic to still the tempest 


& within !—Ye boasted names of Trust and Pow- 
4 er! why can ye no longer recreate my spirits, nor 


. 
— 
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cc golace my moments of leisure and retirement? 


« Is there nothing in the glittering coronet, this 
« popular toy, to divert me? While Lam surround- 
« ed with the peagentries of state, and see so many 
badges of my own dignity, why does not my 
mind elate itself, and brighten into ecstacy 2?” 
One would think it impossible to be splenetic with 
these fine panegyrics and elegant dedications lying 
before me. Here I find myself a hero, a wit, a 
handsome man, a virtuoso; and, to sum up all, an 
universal blessing to mankind. This darling theme, 
this catalogue of my own good qualities, one would 
imagine should gladden my heart, and give me some 
vivacity; and yet really, my Lord, as agreeable as 
the subject of my own merit is, it would hardly 


have kept me awake, if the vexations * state had 


not done it. 

My late indisposition has given me a just exeuse 
to withdraw from public affairs. I have found a 
romantie retreat, surrounded with a charming va- 
riety of woods, open lawns, and flowery vales, in 
their uncultivated beauty; here I rove. unattended 
and free, with no circumstance of grandeur, but 
the consciousness of a reasonable and immortal 
being: I have the joy to find 1 can stand on my 
own legs, and move from place to place with a spon- 


taneous motion, without the assistanee of a painted 


machine, the prudence of my coachman, and the 


n of my horses. i | 
2 
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I have tried what delights were to be found in 
madness and folly, and am now in pursuit of what 
wisdom and philosophy can yield. In the fair crea- 
tion I trace an Almighty Power, and see the im- 
mene Divinity impressed on all his works. In- 
Spired with a charming enthusiasm, I address the 
great Spirit of Nature in these soliquies 7 


Ye Woods and Wilds, receive me to your ahade! þ 

These still retreats my contemplation aid: 

From mortals flying to your chaste abode, 

Let me attend th' instructive voice of Gd! \ 
He speaks in all, and is in all things found; 

I hear him, 1 perceive him all around ; 

In Nature's lovely and unblemish'd face, 
With joy, his sacred lineaments I trace. 

O glorious Being! O supremely Fair! 

How free, how perfect, thy productions are! 
Forgive me, while, with curious eyes, I view 
Thy works, and boldly thus thy steps pure : 
The silent valley, and the lonely grove, 

1 haunt, but, oh ! 'tis thee I seek and love: 
Tis not the chant of birds, nor whisp'ring breeze, 
But thy soft voice, 1 seek among the ow 4 : 
Invoking thee, by silver streams | walk, 

To thee in solitary shades I talks 

I speak thy dear lov'd name, nor speak in vain; 
Kind Echoes long the pleasing sound retain. 
Reviving sweets the op'aing flow'rs disclose, 
Fragrant the violet and the budding rose; 

But all their balmy sweets from thee they steal, 
And something of thee to my sense reveal, 
Fair look the stars, and fair the morning ray, 


When first the fields their painted scenes play; 
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Glorious the sun in his meridian height! | 

And yet compar'd to thee, how faint the light l 
Ador'd Artiff er! what skill divine! 

What wonders in the wide creation hine? „„ 

Order and majesty adorn the whole, | 
Beauty and life, and thou th' inspiring Soul: 

Whatever grace or harmony's express'd 

On all thy works, the God is there confess'd: 

But, oh! from all thy works how small a part 

To human minds is known of what thou art L 

Fancy gives o' er its flight in search of thee, 

Our thoughts are lost in thy immensit y- 

The thoughts are my own, but I am modest 
enough to confess the cadence and rhyme are bor- 
rowed; and, as you are a patron of the Muses, I 
believed the harmony would please you: but you 
are certainly overjoyed to find the rapture is finish- 
ed; and that, after this elevation, I am composed 
_"_ to subscribe myself, 

Your Lordship's 

most devote 
humble servant, 
' 65 PHILANDER» 


LETTER XI 
7% MyxTiLo, from a physician, giving him am ac- 
eounnt of his falling in love with a Jaw Stranger, 
My dear Myrtillo, 
Tar engagement I am under to iſ the Earl 
of in his illness, 1 85 detaint me longer in the 
| 3 
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country than I designed; nor is this the only mo- 
tive that has kept me here. ö 

I can conceal nothing of importance without a 
breach of that confidence I have in you; nor can I 
deny myself the pleasure of yy 8 che tender story 
of my care. 

You will be surprised, that the person who con- 
versed in the Mall, the Play-house, and Opera, with 
such indifference, should turn lover in the country: 
but it is a serious truth, and will not admit of rail- 


lery: all my earthly happiness is in suspense, and 


depends on the success of this passion. | 
Nor will you censure me, when I tell you, that 


my conqueror 1s the lovely Stranger that appeared 


in public last winter with the Duchess of ——. 1 


did not see her then; and if I had, business or di- 


version might have guarded me from the soft sur- 
prise: but all nature, every alluring circumstance 
conspired here to vanquish and enchant me. 

The evening was fair, and, with Mr Thomson's 
excellent poem on Summer in my hand, I took a 
walk, and read by intervals, till all my soul was 
composed and harmonious. 


These are the haunts of Meditation, these | 
The scenes where ancient bards th' inspiring breath 
Ecstatic felt; and from the world retir'd, 

Convers'd with angels and immortal forms, 

On heav'nly errand bent—to save the fall 


Olf Virtue struggling on the brink of Vice, 


8 
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Tp hint pure thoughts, and warn the favout d soul, 
For future Fi fated to Prepare. 


In this visionary temper 1 A0 . 
a mile from the Earl of ——'s gardens and park, 
till I entered a winding valley, green and flowery: 
as the Elysian Fields; a silver stream tan murmur- 
ing along the middle, and willows, in equal order, 
adorned the banks: it was not perfect nature, some- 
thing of art appeared, but in the most agreeable ne- 
gligence. There were many little mossy seats rais- 
ed along the sides of the river; but what pleased 
me most was a grotto, which looked like the retire- 
ment of some Sylvan deity; I entered and lost my- 
self in a pleasing contemplation, till the sight of 
the most charming object | ever beheld surprised 
me. She seemed 


Fairer than fam'd of old, or fabled since 
Of Fairy damsels, met in forest wide | 
By errant knights— _ . W N 


* 


Her shape and features were W regular; 
her complexion clear as the light hut I might, 
as well paint Virtue or Harmony as describe the 
graces of her mien and aspect; in which there was 
nothing of that gay and thoughtless vivacity that 
most of her sex think so becoming; but something 
80 serious and composed, something that expressed 
a mind within conscious of its own dignity and hea- 
venly original. She 1 till che came near 
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the arbour that concealed me, and then, seating her- 
self on the bank of the river, in a pensive posture, 
leaning her cheek on her hand, white as the new- 


fallen. snow, with a soft and graceful accent she 
repeated the following lines out of Sir Richard 


Blackmore's fine poem on the Creation. 


© Thy force alone, Religion, Death disarms, 
Breaks all his darts, and ev'ry viper charms; 
Soſten'd by thee the grisly Form appears 
No more the horrid object of our fears. 
We, undismay d, this awful Pow'r obey, 
That guides us through the Safe, though gloomy 1 55 
Wich leads to life——— 


þ 


I heard her with a very tender concern, because 
there appeared something in her complexion too 
delicate for a state of confirmed health, which was, 
perhaps, what led her to such a serious thought. 
While she was going on, a spruce footman came 
to tell her supper was ready, and her father wait- 
ed for her: she rose immediately, and followed the 
man at some distance. When they were gone, my 
euriosity ventured some paces forward, and at the 


end of the walk I perceived a pretty romantic pile 


of building where she entered. But the evening 


grew ducky, and I hasted back to the Earl's seat, 


and, retiring to my apartment, passed my time in 
Writing this adventure, of which you shall hear che 
OE! in 2718 next. 19 5 
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But Iam grown a lover in one fatal moment, and 
in this deplorable circumstance am 
e Tour devoted humble tervüat, 
LAN DER. 


LETTER XIII. 
To the came, relating the death of his mictress. 


My last informed you in what a serious passion 1 
was engaged; but the tragedy is now finished, and 
I am past the possibility of being happy in this 
world. 

A few days after my last adventure there came 
a message from a neighbouring gentleman for me 
to attend; one of the family who was il; I follow- 
ed the servant, and found, to my surprise, it was 
the house where all my hopes were confined. I 
was immediately conducted to the apartment of my 
patient, who proved the lovely woman I had seen 
in my last ramble ; she was sitting in a chair, pale 
and negligent, but perfectly n in the height 
of her disorder. 

No words can express my grief when J found 
the symptoms of her distemper fatal; indeed the 
distraction of my mind was so remarkable that 
che could not but observe it; and perceiving her 
own danger in my concern, she asked me, without 
the least emotion, © if I was surprised to find her 
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te mortal ?“ but she desired me, “ since it was a 
“truth of which she was entirely convinced, to 
ce speak my opinion without the least flattery or 
2 caution.” = 
This true greatness of mind confirmed my e- 
Steem, and heightened my concern for her life: but 
I was in the last exigence what to reply. I durst 
not flatter her in the common strain of my profes- 
sion, nor could I imitate that insensibility which 
the young heroine acted in an event on which the 
future happiness of my life depended 
I was ashamed to weep; but while sorrow kept 
me silent the dying beauty told me, some intervals 
of disorder she lately felt had made the darkness 
of the grave, and the solemnity of a deathbed, fa- 
miliar scenes to her imagination. Waiting for 
ic my last hour,” added she, without consterna- 
&« tion, I find this mortal structure sinking into the 
dc dust; but methinks I find the nobler powers of 
my soul kindling into life and immortality.” | 
What are the laurels and trophies of conquerors, 
compared to this scene of triumph, which now I 
could have envied ? But my charming patient de- 
sired she might try to rest, and I retired, resolving 
not to go from the house till I saw the event, She 
lay as if she slept till the morning, when I was 
hastily called, and found her past all hopes, but of 
a few hours life: her senses were perfect, and a 


0 N 
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5ort of languishing beauty adorned her face, charm» 
ing beyond all the vivacity of health. 7 3 
These were some of her last words, uttered with 
a faint but pleasing accent, the sound of which L 
shall never forget. 
O Death ! how hast thou disguised thy ter- 
„ rors, and put on an angel's form to approach 
« me | What welcome, what transporting tidings 
hast thou brought me! I come, thou kind mes- 
« senger of my liberty and happiness; I obey thy 
« gentle invitation.“ | 
When shall the curtain fall, and these bliss'd eyes 
Meet all the dazzling wonders of the skies? 
Om, rend the hated veil, and take away 
The dull partition of this brittle clay! 


Come, heav'aly day, which ne'er, shall see a cloud! 
Come, checring smiles, from the bright ſace of God. 


„I see, methinks, the glimmering of celestial 
© light, and bliss the dawning of everlasting day; 
« the shadows are flying, and the heavens open- 
ing their inmost glories before me; in a few mo- 
© ments I shall enter the blissful habitations, the 
« dazzling recesses, of the Most High, whom I 
shall behold in full perfection, exalted in Majes- 
ty, and complete in Beauty: my hopes are un- 
© bounded, I see no limits to my expectations; for 
* in his presence is fulness of joy, and at his right 
« hand are pleasures for evermore. 


„ With these transporting scenes before me, 
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„hat glorious mortal could excite my envy ; 
© what scene of pleasure could the whole creation 
« display to tempt me back? The dark dominions 
4 of Death I am passing through, not a captive, 
« but a conqueror, through the strength of my 
&« victorious Redeemer, who has led in triumph 
« all the powers of darkness. Millions of ages of 


happiness are before me; the prospect stretches 


5 to an unmeasurable length; my soul presses for- 
« ward, and calls Eternity itself her own.” 
At these words, closing her eyes, with a smile 
she resigned her breath, and left me, 
Your most unhappy Friend, 
LEAN DER. 


LETTER XIV. 


From MyxTiL1A a Hermione, giving an account of 


the fatal event of ber brother's passton for ber. 
My dear Hermione, 


I not. my last letter prepared you for the melan- 


choly tidings which this brings you of my brother's 


death. I know the relation will heighten your 
grief and renew my own sorrow; but reason ſig- 
nifies nothing, and proves. but an empty name, in 


the transport of such a tender passion as now pos- 


zesses my soul. 
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After the fatal time that my father had extorted 
a promise from my brother, and charged him on 
his blessing never to see you more, I perceived an 
, alteration in the gaiety of his temper, with a vi- 
7 sible decay of his health; but I could hardly per- 
1 suade myself love was the cause, imagining the 
5 soft passion in a youth of eighteen was easily di- 
0 verted from one fair object to another. 
1 I was confirmed in this by his obliging and sub- 
missive behaviour to my father, whose conduct in 
2 this affair was indeed arbitrary and severe; nor 
could 1 forbear making some secret reproaches on 
euch a rigorous imposition, where there could be 
no objection made but to your fortune. | 
However, filial affection was certainly my bro- 
ther s governing principle, and he still found some 
plausible excuses for that severe command, which 
cut off the brightest hopes he had of any earthly 
happiness. His piety always silenced my resent- 
ments, and pleaded my father's abealute right to 
dispose of him. ; 
But as much as he enderrouned to disguise his 
passion from me, the inclosed will convince you of 
the inward anguish of his mind, which he gave 
me the day before he died, and charged me not to 
read it till his eyes were closed in deatn. | 
My father, in the utmost distress, looked on the 
_ expiring youth, but durst not examine into a se- 
cret which would have given him che extremert e- 
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gret to discover. My brother perceived his con- 
cern, and gave him all the consolation he could, 
by owning his paternal care of his principles and 
actions, and returned him the most pathetic ac- 
knowledgments for the restraintt his authority had 
put on some of his youthful follies. My father 
observed the kind intention of this discourse, which 
still added to the anguish of his soul. = 
« Be satisfied, my dear father,“ said the dying 
youth, © be satisfied with the determinations of 
cc Heaven; I might have dragged out a long inglo- 
& rious life, loaded with infamy and guilt.” 
Then, taking me by the hand, with a heavenly 
smile on his face, he said, Adieu, my dear sister; 
J am rather falling into a gentle sleep than dy- 
«ing; I feel no pain, and all within is peaceful 
“and calm.” And then closing his eyes, with a 
Soft voice he repeated these words, and RY them 
t d his breath: 


The angels call, they call me from above, 
And bid me hasten to th' realms of Love: 
My soul with transport hears the happy doom: 
I come, ye gentle Messengers, I come 
Earth flies with all the charms it has in store, 
Its snares and gay temptations are no more. 
While Heav'n appears, and the propitious skies 
Unveil their inmost glories to my eyes, ' 
To mortals and their hopes I bid adieu, 
And ack. no more the rising sun to view; | N 
For, oh! the Light himself, with rays divine, 
Breaks in, and God's eternal Gay 1 is mine. | ed} 


— 
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After this moving story, whether I ought in pru- » | 
dence to let you see the inclosed, I cannot deter- | 
mine; but it is not in my power to keep it a se- 
cret from my most faithful friend. It will show 
my brother's height of virtue in W a 
passion so tender and fatal. | 

I am nn yours, 
MuITIIA. | 


= wy mw <* gw . X#®T- 


| This in le see e e 
fore he died, with a charge not to open it till after 
he was a. 


; 1 Mn rita. 


My dear Sister, 


| « WaTeveR care l 1250 taken hitherto to conceal 
| « my folly, I now confess it, that the fatal effect 
| may warn you from giving up yourself to the go- 
© vernment of an immoderate passion. It was this 
“that hastened my early destiny, and cut off all 
the noble ends of my life 
My love to the beautiful Hermione was nh 
« an enchantment, that all the motives of Reason 
« and Religion could not free me from it. The 
improvements of art and nature, the love of my 
© country, and the public welfare, had no share in 
my thoughts; my piety was enervated, and the 
important end of my being neglected. I lived, 
« and moved, and acted, with no other design but 


wh © © LETTERS) 


« to please the caprice of my fair tyrant till my 
& father, with the highest reason, endeavoured to 
« rescue me from the inglorious slavery. I was 
« convinced of the kindness of his intention, and 
& how much he consulted my honour and advan- 
ct tage in putting me under a solemn obligation ne- 
« yer to see the object of my dotage more. 

„ With the utmost violence to my tender incli- 
< nation I kept my promise, and fell a victim to 
« the ties of filial piety and truth. What regard 
I paid to those sacred names Heaven was my wit- 
d ness, and how sincerely I strove to conquer the 

„ unhappy passion that possessed me. Aided by 
n Power divine, I at last recovered my reason, 
ce but my health hourly declined, and Death is now 
& advancing to release me from all the remainders 
&© of error and folly. The soft affections of my 
* 80ul will be perfectly refined into a noble and 
« geraphic ardour; I am going to the fruition of 
“immortal beauty and unmingled pleasure; I shall 
« gaze on the bright Original of all that is excel- 
&« lent and lovely; I shall hear the voice of uncreat- 
* ed Harmony, speaking peace and unattcradle ec- 
„ tasy to my soul. 

« Adieu, my dear Myrtilla, my mnich-loved: sis- 
© ter! May angels watch your steps, and keep you 
e in the paths of Virtue! Make it your study to 
« goften my father's cares, and add no sorrow to 
« his hoary age. I fear he will carry his grief for 

3 . | 
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me to the grave; but, oh | let him never know 
« the excess of my folly. I charge you not to sho 
him a word of this letter, nor once reflect on his 


« well-meant severity. Farewell, till we meet in 
« the blissful realms of Love.” | 


LETTER XY. 


J Mr * 3 4 * 

m.,. . 5 
Tax instances of Heathen virtue that you have 
collected, have something in them, I confess, no- 
ble and surprising; and your eloquence has set 
them in their full lustre and magnitude; but there 
is a name, the Christian boast and hope, that dark- 
ens all human glory, and which, with a sort of pious 
insult, may be opposed to the most accomplished 
of your heroes. 

The poem I have e on this lofty subject 
is a paraphrase on Mr Crashaw's Hymn to the name 
of Jerus, and there is little alteration of any thing ; 
but the language. 

A HYMN TO THE NAME or JESUS, 
Awakr, my soul ! my Glory, rise and sing! 

Awake, and all thy sacred ardour bring! 

While for unusual flight Fspread a tow'ring wing: 
Awake, my Lute! proud of thy glor: ous theme, 


Let each harmonious string 
Tremble with rapt'rous Joy, and speak the mighty Name 
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Assist me, ev'ry gentle sound, 
Which studious Art has found; 
You that speak with silver strings, 
Or swell with tuneful breath, 
And lend the coward wings 
To meet the face of Death: 
You that in the rural strain 
Echo through the peaceful plain, | 
Delight the groves, and charm the guiltless swain; 
Witch you that various joys afford, 
Touch'd by a skilfal hand, 
Which can the pow'rs of Harmony command, | 
And dance, with graceful art, along the tuneful chord. 
You that with vocal music please the ear, 
Your choicest strains prepare: 
The springs which move our inmost thoughts you know, 
And can their fiercest rage controul, 
While from your lips torrents of Pleasures flow, 
| And overwhelm the soul. e 
Let all that Nature graceful calls, or sweet, | 
In the glorious concert meet ; 
Purling streams, and falling floods, 
_ _ Sighing winds, and whisp'ring woods! 
Let ev'ry bird of tuneful throat | 
Join his free ungovern'd note: 
While hills and vallies catch the sacred * 
And everlasting echoes the bless'd sound retain, 
With Jesus we begin, his charming natne 
Shall fill the spacious song, 


2 . 


And yield an endless theme. | 
To ev'ry note the joyſul-word we'll place, 
Our soft preludiums this alone shall grace, 
And ev'ry. cadence artfully prolong. + 
New smiles already Nature wears, 
All blooming looks, and gay; 
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The brighten'd sun, crown'd with fresh honed , appears, 
And darts a clearer ray, 
Transporting Name! | 
| Whogse accents to the ransom'd world proclaim * 
| Salvation, and immeasurable grace, 
Peace and good will to all the human race; 
A purchas'd heav'n, and open paradise, 
Unbounded joys, and never ending bliss, 
Stupendous love! _ | E 
Can man for this ungrateful prove? 
Jesus, the Saviour! what rebellious knee 
Would not a ready homage pay to thee? 
The martyrs, glorious train! 
The noble votaries of old, 
In records of immortal Fame enroll'd, 
Wore on their breasts inscrib'd thy mighty name: 
By this, with sacred Fortitude inspir'd, 
Wich heav'aly zeal and transport fir'd, 
They ran upon the pointed spear, 
And leap'd into the flame: 
Nor Death could in a shape appear, 
But what, with open arms, they mer, 
Despising all that rage could do, or proudest tyrants threat, 
Not Hell itself their constancy could shake, 
Its deepest stratagems they brake, 


Its wildest fury trampled down, 
And 5eiz'd, with conqu'ring hands, the ne erowyn. 
Jesus the signal for the fight they chose 
And gave a glorious onset to their foes; _ 3 


In vain the pow'rs of Earth and Hell oppose: 
Jesus, our conqu' ting Chief! they ery d; 
Jesus, aloud the sounding skies reply d. 
Exalted Name! 
From thee the burning seraphs catch theiy HP 
Jesus, the God! aa enden ue gf 
What tre asures e title dwell... 
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You happy Spirits, that feel its emphasis,, 
By this you stand confirm'd in bliss, 
And know what boundless joys are stor'd' 
In this important word: | 
The glorious subject only suits | So, 
The bigh-strain'd notes of your immortal lutes; 
Then join the choir, 
You bright Muzicians-of the skies, 
And with a well proportion'd fire, 
Instruct us how to rise. 
Let your bless'd harps th' imperfect lay prolong, 
Complete the bold design, and close the advent'rous song:. 


„ 


LETTER XVI. 


Lady Jaws Gray-t0 Lord GuitrorD Dontxr. 


W1rs-anguish that no force of words can tell, 
In these sad lines I take my last farewell. 
Could 1 with less reluctance. part from thee, 
Approaching Death had no surprise for me; 
That solemn prospect should my thoughts employ, 
And banish ev'ry tender scene of joy: 

But thou dost still return upon my soul; 

What force the soft temptation can controul? 

I moet thee ill resistless in thy charms, 

Sigh on thy breast, and languish in thy arms. 

Oh, Guilford ! 'tis no wretched love of life 
That fills my thoughts with this uncasy strife, 
The flatt'ting blandishments of youthful years, 

A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears; Fs 
For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone J 

A tock the fatal proffer of a crown, _ | 
No fond ambition stain'd my guiltless mind, 
Inspir'd with passions of a gentler kind ; 
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With chee I would have chose come calm retreat, 
Far from the dull formalities of «tate ; 
How careless, how serene, my fleeting hours 
Had pass'd in shady walks and fragrant bow'rs, 
Pleas'd with the murmurs of a smooth cascade, 
Or near some crystal fountain, while it play'd, 
Upon its flow'ry verge with thee reclined, 
My voice Ito the melting lute had join'd, 
And sooth'd thy soul with gentle strains oſ love, 
Answer ' d by all the music of the grove. 
Where tove my thoughts? Assist me, Grace divine, 
This last, this darling, object to resign! 
Forgive this fraility of my tender years, 
This guilty fondness, and these female tears. 
Yet Heav'n my witness stands, I would not buy 
Ev'n Guilford's life with one inglorious lie; 
Nor dare my tongue, for all these ample skies 
Contain, the form of sacred truth disguise. 
Be Rome, be Hell, in their revengeful pride, 
Their flames, their racks, and tort' ring arts, defy' d! 
A thousand glorious witnesses have stood 
For this great cause, and scal'd it with their blood. 
Thou conq'ring Leader of a shining train 
Of martyrs, for thy testimony slain! 
In thy victorious Name I dare engage 
The utmost force of persecuting rage: 
To men, to angels, be my soul unveil'd, 
Nor any part of heav'nly truth conceal'd ! 
The glorious cause that animates my breast, 
My lips, with holy triumph shall attest ; 
Attest it with my last expiring breath, 
And smile on all the solemn pomp of Death. 
But darker scenes beſore my fancy rise, 
And nature, vanquish'd, sinks in the surprise; 
To shake my utmost virtue, tis decreed 
That thou to Rome muct first a victim bleed. 


K 3 


116% [ LETTERS 


How shall thy wretched wife that stroke survive! 
An hour beyond will be an age to live. 
But, Guilford, keep thy sacred truth unstain'd, 
And half my immortality is gain'd. 

Ve virgin Saints, that, in your early bloom, 

From eruel tyrants met a fatal doom, 
That died the honour of the Christian faith, 
And boldly trod the same illustrious path! 
To animate the youthful suff 'rer's breast, 
Appear, in all your heav'nly glories dress'd ; 
Show him your sparkling crowns, the bright reward 
For such distinguish'd conetancy prepar'd; 
Open your rosy bow'rs, your blissful scats, 
Your gardens of delight, and soft retreats, 
Where gentle gales ambro$al dours blow, 
And springs of joy in endless currents flow; 
With smiling visions recreate his soul, 

| And ev'ry doubting, anxious thought controul. 


EY | 
LETTER XVII. 
Lord Guitroxp Dupiey 10 Lady Janz Graz, 


May ev'ry watchful angel guard thy life ! 
My lovely Princess, and my charming Wife ! 
For thee I importune the skies with pray'rs, 
And waste the tedious hours in gloomy cares. 
Were I from all the world but thee confin'd, 
| Fd call my stars propitious still, and kind; 
| These prisen walls would prove a safe retreat 
| From all the restless factions of the great. 
I! * Sink, curs'd Ambition, to thy native hell, 
And with thy kindred fiends for ever dwell! 
Were I, my Fair, again possess'd of thee, 
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What toys were kingdoms and their crowns to me ? 


_  Inglorious in some blissful shades Vd prove 


The silent joys of unmolested Love. 
Why was thy birth deriv'd from ancient kings? 
Our mis'ry from this fatal greatness springs ; 
indulgent Love a gentler lot design'd, 
Nor form'd for public cares thy guiltless mind; 

Thy thoughts were all employ'd on eofter themes, 
Tender and innocent as infant's dreams: 

And yet—but Heav'n that title disallows. 
A crown, methought, logk'd glorious on thy brows | 
In ev'ry look, in all thy graceſul mein, 
The brightest rays of Majesty were seen: 
Imperial Beauty sparkled in thy eyes; 
I gaz'd with ecstasy and new surprise; 
A thousand times I press'd thy lovely hand, 
And cry'd, «Twas form'd a sceptre to command,” 

But these gay scenes for ever take their flight, 
Like some fantastic vision of the night. 

O! could my death the angry Queen appease, 
Could that alone a raging faction please, 

Unterrify'd I'd meet the public storm, 

And challenge death in ev'ry dreadful form. 

But, oh! what horrors rise thy tender life 

What wou'd I speak? my lov'd, my beauteous Wiſe! 
What counsel can thy wretched husband give ? 

On any terms I fain would have thee live. 

Forgive my stagg' ring faith, my coward heart, 

My better thoughts disclaim this shameful part. 

What course can my distracting passions take, 


When thou, when truth, when heav'n itself's, at stake 2 


To endless darkness would I drag thee down, 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown ? 
May Heav'n forbid 1— I'll be thy joyful guide, 
Nor shall the fatal stroke our souls divide. 
O Death? where is thy boasted conquest now? 
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Where are the frowns and terrors of thy brow? 
Thou hast an angel's heav'nly form and air, 
Pleasures and Graces in thy train appear: 

Ten thousand kind transporting scenes arise; 
Oh, come, my Fair! they call us to the skies. 
Beauties, like thee, in Nature's early pride, 
Undaunted, for their sacred faith have died; 
With their, with all th' illustrious names of old, 
The British glory, thine shall be inroll'd. 


——— 
LETTER XVIII. 


To Mrs * * * 0 * 


Madam n 


I CANNoT say you have turned me into an angel; I 
have too much modesty to compliment you or my- 


self with such miracles : ; but you have certainly 


given an elevation to my mind which I never be- 


fore experienced, and, without any design but doing 


you justice, I may own that, from a savage I am 
become human, and from a libertine regular and 
consistent; from a lover you have metamorphoged 
me into a reasonable creature. However odd this 
confession appears, this is making you a greater 
compliment than swearing you have made me a lu- 
natic and a madman. It is more glorious for you 
to be valued by a man in his right senses, than to 
be stared at by one quite out of his wits : my being 
more reasonable does 1 not 2 105 that you are less 
amiable, 


— 
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For inward greatness, unaffected wisdom, 
And sanctity of manners, improve your charms, 

| | | Addison. 

Jou have convinced me that Virtue is more than 
an empty name, that it is the most sacred reality. 
I see, I acknowledge, the bright Divinity : she in- 
sults my infidelity by a thousand modern instances 
of her power; among the youthful and mature, the 
gentle and severe, % boasts her votaries : Virtue 


retires no more to cottages and cells, but, secure 
of public triumph and applause, he makes the Bri- 


tish court her imperial residence. 
The Goddess all her glorious self appears, 
When Carolina's royal form she wears, 
With ev'ry conqu'ring charm she stands reveal'd, 
While sabzect hearts hes glad allegiance yield, 

Long may this propitious Queen be the joy and 
boast of a great and happy nation | You find l am 
grown public spirited: it is you have given this ge- 
nerous ardour to my soul, and kindled the sincerest 
zeal for the honour of my king and country. I 


grow impatient to draw my sword in their defence, 


and would commence the hero: nor will I dissemble 
the truth, but freely own to you that, in my state 
of infidelity, my bravery was all affected, and often 


disguised the most slavish terrors. 


1 perceive, Madam, it is my own panegyric Iam 
writing rather than your's. Indeed my character 
cannot be in better hands; I have certainly done 


myself justice, and been punctual in the recital of 
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my good qualities, and, with great modesty, have 
thought fit to propose myself as an example of the 


reformation. of manners. 


You will conclude I am in a a disposition to write 
a moral ESSAY rather than a love-letter, which was 
really my prime intention ; but you have ridiculed 
all my figures of rhetoric on that subject, so that I 


am forced to change my style in my own defence: 


but I hope I am intelligible in assuring you I am, 
without reserve, Madam, 
Your most devoted, 
and most humble servant, 
ALBANUs. 
LETTERS TO CLEORA. 


LETTER. I. 
Ir is certainly better for yourself, and more for the 
security of mankind, that you should live in some 


rural abode than appear in the world; such per- 


sons as you are fatal to the public tranquility, and 
do mischief without ever designing it. But I must 


on, when Belles and Beaus retire to country 
Shades for the sake of heavenly contemplation, the 


world will be well reformed. A hermit's life might 


be to lerable while the serious hours are divided ber 
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tween Hyde Park and the Opera ; but a more dis- 
tant retreat, in the full pride of your charms and 
youth, will be very extraordinary. To be convin- 
ed, by so carly experience, that mankind are a- 
mused only with dreams and fantastic appearances, 
must proceed from a superior degree of virtue and 
good sense. After a thousand convictions of the 
vanity of their pursuits, how few know the empha- 
sis of these few lines | 


Sweet Solitude! when Life's gay hours are past; 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at last : 


Toss'd through tempestuous seas, (the voyage o'er) 
Pale, we look back, and bless the friendly shore. 
Our own strict judge our past life we scan, 
And ask if Virtue has enlarg'd the span : 
If bright the prospect, we the grave defy, 
Trust future ages, and contented die. | Tichell, 


Nothing is, perhaps, more terrible to the imagt- 
nation than an absolute solitude; yet, I must own, 
such a retreat as disengages the mind from those 
interests and passions which mankind generally pur- 
sue appears to me the most certain way to happi- 
ness: quietly to withdraw from the crowd, and leave 
the gay and ambitious to divide the honours and 
pleasures of the world, without being a rival or com- 
petitor in any of these advantages, must leave a * 
son in perfect and unenvied repose. 

Without any apology, Lam going to talk to my- 
self; and what follows 0 Ty called a 
digression. 


* — Os . 
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Let me lose the remembrance of this busy world, 
and hear no more of its distracting tumults ! Ye. 
vain Grandeurs of the earth! ye perishing Riches 


and fantastic Pleasures! What are your proudest 
boasts ? Can you yield undecaying delights, joys be- 
coming the dignity of reason, and the capacities of 


an immortal mind ? Ask the happy spirits above at 


what price they value their enjoyments; ask them 


if the whole creation should purchase one moment's 
interval of their bliss ? No :—one beam of celestial 
light obscures the glory, and casts a reproach on 


all the beauty this world can boast. 


This is talking in buskins, you will think; and, 
indeed, I may resign crowns and sceptres, and give 
up the grandeurs of the world, with as much ima- 
ginary triumph as a hero might fight battles, and 
conquer armies in a dream. | 

In the height of this romantic insult, I am, 

Madam, 
Your most obliged humble servant. 


EET THSK: I 
To the ame. . 
Madam, Be 
I am certainly dead and buried, according to your 
notions of life; interred in the silence and obscu- 


rity of a country retreat, far from the dear Town, 


and all its joys 3 which, in your gay apprehensions, 
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cannot properly be called /iving. But, for me, (who 
ask nothing but ease and liberty in order to be hap- 
Py), I am willing to inform you I am in a state of 
existence, and capable of the entertainment your 
wit would have given me if you had been so oblig- 
ing as to have filled the blank paper you sent: no- 
thing could be more nicely malicious, nor is it pos- 
sible for you to imagine how the sight of so much 
clean paper tormented me How many sparkling 
things could you have writ, and not exhausted your 
stock, nor got the vapours by over- studying your- 
self! But I hope you will make me some repara- 
tion by the length of your next. I will not insist 
on your writing sense or reason, if that will be a- 
ny privilege to you: but, though nonsense from 
you would be a great novelty, it would cost you 
© much pains to write it, that I am afraid you 
would send me a shorter epistle than your last. 

I am, 8 
Madam, | 

Your most obedient, &c. 

3 | 
LETTER II. 
To the tame, 

I nave neglected writing so long that I am almost 


* 


ashamed to own I am still alive; I ought to have 


died in pure civility, which would have been che 


j 
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only sufficient excuse for my silence. But, really, 
Madam, it costs me more pains to indite an epistle 
to you than it would to write a book to some sort 
of readers; and I cannot help wishing I had more 
wit, or you a great deal less. 

Your prohibition of Lilliput paper will drive me 
to great extremities ; and, what I most fear, will 
often prove a severe exercise to the patience of my 


gentle reader. I am reduced to a necessity of talk- 


ing of this world or the next: for the next, you are 


so happy at present, that you may not be always 


disposed to think on so solemn a subject; and for 
this, I am entirely ignorant; my conversation is 
confined to whispering trees and murmuring brooks, 
and I cannot give you the least intelligence of what 
passes among mortals. 

My fate, Madam, is just the reverse of: your's. 
You had a great many things in your head, but 
wanted paper; [ have clean paper enough, but no- 
thing at all in my head ; it is a vacuum, a dismal 
emptiness ; and, unless I fill the blank paper with 
a curious flourish of a true lover's knot, I must sub- 


scribe, 
Madam. 


Your most obliged humble servant. 
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To the game. 
Madam, 

'Tue Sylvan scenes never appeared more beautiful 
(not even in Mr Pope's Pastorals) than in those soft 
lines you inclosed. I hope you will find all the j joys 
that Peace and Innocence can give in your charm- 
ing retreat. Your description has led my imagina- 

tion through a thousand enchanting scenes; I wish 
you may long enjoy those fine walks you are con- 
triring; not that 1 wish you may see as many re- 
turning springs as the fair damsels before the de- 
luge, when an insulting beauty might take fifty years? 
deliberation to answer a billet-doux, and act the 
tyrant five hundred years in the full pride of her 
. charms. But you show no ambition at all of this 
nature; and I am persuaded it is no manner of 
mortification to you that your conquests are limit- 
ed to a shorter date. | 

I am going, Madam, to put you in mind again 

that you are mortal. I fancy you open my letters 

with as much gravity as you would a funeral ser- 

mon, and read them with the same seriousness; 
but you seem pleased with these subjects; and, a- 
midst the brightest advantages of youth and fortune, 

are a reasonable creature as well as fine a lady. 

These sort of reflections from me are not the va- 
pours; I am pretty free from the spleen, as you 
know all half. witted people are; but in the gayest 


. 
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disposition death would have a dismal view, and 


wear ten thousand horrors, if an eee beyond 
it did not brighten the scene. 

Without this prospect it would not be worth the 
while to begin a generous friendship. When we 
have seen a few more setting suns, (for rising suns 
some people never see), when a few more flying 
hours are past, with life to resign the most exalted 
of human satisfactions would heighten all the hor- 
rors of the grave. 

I might with less trouble recommend some good 
book to your perusal, and keep this divinity for my 
own use. You will be overjoyed that I am come 
to a conclusion, and am, | 

Madam, 
5 Your's, &c. 
— 
LETTER V. 
To the dame. 

Madam, | | 
Your reflections on s death have something 
in them so just and agreeable, that I am recompen- 


sed for his loss, whatever damage the rest has the 


world suffer by it. | 
It pleazes me to find you $0 often returning to a 
subject that most people take so much pains to a- 


void. If immortality is the pride and happiness of | 
human nature, why should it not be mentioned 
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with the same gaiety with which we talk of other 


agreeable things ? 'The other world is at least a 
geater novelty than this; nor is it such a glorious 


round of action, to eat, to drink, and sleep, that 


people should have an aversion to think, if not to 


try, what a variety of enjoyment a future life will . 
give them. But to forget this is the design of all 
the thoughtless amusements the wit of man can in- 
vent. What Monsieur Paschal says is perfectly just. 

L'origine de toutes les occupationes tumultuaires des 
hommes, & de tout ce qu'on appelle divertissement ou 


| pasve-tems, ert en effet que diy laisser pasrer le tems 


ſans le gentir, ou le pliitot gans le gentir soymeme, & 
deviter en perdant cette partie de la vie le degollt in- 
tèrieur. L'ame est jeitẽ dans le corps pour y faire un 
SEjour de peu de duree. Alle scait que 5e net qui n 
pastage 2 un voyage eternel, & qu elle n' a que le 


peu de tems que dure la vie pour Sy preparer. Mair 


ce peu, le commòde ci fort, & Þ embarasse gi etrange- 


ment, qui elle ne gonge qu à le perdre. Celuy est une 


Peine insuppertable à vivre & de fe 2 ſey. Ain- 


ni tout ſon ſoin ent de i oublier fe m me, & de laitter 


couler le tems ii court & 51 pretieux ſans reflection, en 


i occupant des choſes qui Vempechent d'y penter. o 


OO I > — — 


* This i is the ground of all the tumultuary beiden of all the 
trifling diversions, amongst men; in which our general aim js 
to make the time fass off our hands without feeling it, or rather 


| without feeling ourselves, and by getting rid of this small 


* of life to avoid inward disgust. The $oul i is sent into 
V Foun. J. L 


— — 
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1 will stop here, or you will certainly think Lam 
going to transcribe the whole book, to save you 
the trouble of throwing away your money on a 
moral essay; and perhaps, Madam, you may not 
be in so grave a humour as when you wrote last; 
for all human things are changeable, and have 
sometimes good and sometimes evil diapositions; 
and in what circumstance this will find you is an 
* to, 
Madam, 
Your most obedient, 
and most humble servant. 


— 
LETTER VI. 
To the Same. 


You will find, Madam, to your grief, I have not 
hired the carrier to lose the large paper you sent 
me; but I have certainly more compassion for you 


the body to be the sojourner of a few days. She knows that 
this is but a step till she may embark for eternity, and that a 
small space is allowed her to prepare her for the voyage; and 
yet this moment which remaim does so strangely oppress and 
perplex ber, that she only studies how to lose it: she feels an 
intolerable burthen in being obliged to live with herself, and 
think of herself; and therefore her principal care is to forget 
herself, and to let this Short and precious moment pass away 
without reflection, by amusing bersclf with things _ 1 
vent che notice of its speed, 


3 * 
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chan to fl it. One would think you intended 1 

should write a Western Journal, and give you 2 

full and true relation of all the ghosts and appari- 
tions that are seen in the county f for 
these are che only remarkable events n | 
here. 
These are the regions of Sleep and Repose, not 
. of Action. For my own part, I neither hope nor 
fear, contrive nor degign, any thing that relates to 
this mortal life; but am as much at rest as the 
people that are sleeping in their sepulchres. I am 
in some doubt whether I belong to the society of 
the living or the dead, and am ready to aſk myself. 


ow 


Is this existence real or a dream ? 

I cannot persuade myself to wish you any thing 
but just what you are, a mere earthly creature. It 
would be too great a disadvantage to find you in a 
rank of beings superior to mortals. I am so sen- 
- 81ble of the distance at present that I cannot wish 
you in a greater elevation. If I aſked any thing» 
perhaps it would be to set you more on an equali- 
ty, that [ might have an oportunity to convince 
you how sincere and disinterested my friendship is. 
By your account, L— B-— lives a very unac- 
tive and inglorious life. Though he has been 80 
long as four months in the world, he has had $0 
few adventures, that I can but just stretch my in- 

vention to compose half a song for him: 

L2 


IK: With verse and prose, refleCtions gay and seri- 
| ous, some with a meaning, and others without any 
meaning at all, I am at last, to your unspeakabſe 
satisfaction, come to an end of this fine epistle, 
and am going to subscribe myself, 
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TIE Thau pretty, smiling, guiltless thing! Nr e 
| ui Of thee what can the Muses sing? 
1 Unless they speak in prophesy, i 
| | | FT Row great a hero thou shalt be; 
11 Thy country's patron, and the grace 
Hh - Of 's long illustrious race. 
1 


. ————jrðð;ĩ , —— —. ———— I — 
e 
72 - — 


Madam, 
TJour's, &ec. 


LETTER VII. 


| To the ame. 2 
r 8 5 "I 


= 


— 


Your dbncern for Lord —— is the most nila, 
choly circumstance in the account you have given 
me of his death. The toil, the long fatigue, is 
past, and all to come is rest and endless joy. The 
happy spirit is for wandering now 
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—— through boundless realms of bliss, 
Where Pope blossom with eternal spring. 


You express yourself with so much ied sense, 
and true greatness of mind, on this occasion, that 
nothing could set your character in a more agree- 
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able light: the death of your friends seems to re- 
concile your thoughts to the unknown regions. 

With regard to yourself, it might be no disad- 
vantage to quit the world so early. To die in the 
pride of life, and all the splendour of youthful vir- 
tue, has something far more glorious than to lan- 
guish out the dregs of life in the exercise of no vir 
tue but patience. 

You find, Madam, I am persuading you to die 
with great composure: I suppose you think your- 
self obliged to me for resigning my friends to their 
destiny with so much calmness and submission; but 
really it is in mere charity to you; for if you grow 
wise so soon, I cannot imagine how you will fill 
up the tedious round of threescore years and ten, if 
Heaven, for the happiness of mankind, shquld con- 
tinue your life to that date. 

How many people would suspend their part i in 


the joys of Paradise till the heavens are no more, 3 | 


for the most trifling of these amusements which 
you despise ? But while you think 80 justly of this 
world and the next, I must confess, the manner 
of life to which your quality confines you excites 
my compassion. Indeed, you may dispense with 
me for practising this height of charity, while you 
are the object of almost every body's envy. But 
be as happy as the workd can make you, it is all 
but sleeping and dreaming, and, as Mr Law says, 
Lebeing amused with * succession of shadows.“ 
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This quotation, you may imagine, is to ew my 
great reading. When I am writing to you, I would 
indeed shine with every advantage; but the 8 705 


Madam, 
Donut , Ke. 
LETTER VII. 
To the tame. 
Irixp it is generally a very selfish motive that 
made me write to you, my design being to extort 
an answer. If you had but so much disinterested 


charity as to write without expecting a reply, I 


should certainly receive the favour with the utmost 
gratitude and modesty; however, it is well that you 
indulge my talent of impertinence, and never 
strictly insist on common sense. 

At present I cannot entertain myself, much less 
you ; the creation seems to want variety, and I am 


as much inclined to cry for more worlds, as Alex- 


ander the Great was, only my uneasiness is for the 
sake of novelty ; for I have little ambition, not e- 
nough to leave you in an error, though to os þ own 
advantage. 

I would not maliciously lessen myself, nor detraet 
from my own good qualities, which certainly ap- 


pear to my view in their full magnitude; yet ach 


\ FS was. ww. Ty Vw vm VI 
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zs the force of truth, that I must confess you have 


given me a sort of imaginary character, and I am 
an heroine of your own making; as great minds 
always suppose they find in others the same virtues | 


they really possess themselves. 


My letter is of a convenient length, and you. will | 
now gladly dismiss 
Your most . servant. 


LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR. 
BY ANOTHER HAND. 


I was so far from thinking your letter the effect of 


the spleen, that I am persuaded it was written in 
one of your gayest intervals; to a mind turned 
like your's, the thoughts of death must be all serene 
and agreeable. I fancy you will be pleased with 
these lines, which Monsieur Menard ordered to be 


written over his closet door. 
* Las d'esperer et de me plaindre, 


De l'amour des grand; et du sort, 
C'est ici que Jattens la mort, / 
Sans la desirer ou la eraindre. 5 
— —————— —— —— 


* Weary'd with hoping and bewailing, 
For love of Fortune and the Great, 
No wish or fear of Death prevailing, 
Its coming patiently I wait, 
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C'ext bien le charactere, le plus beau, & le plus rare 
on peut avoir: This character is the best, finest. 
«and most rare, that we can possibly have.” For 
the eternal hurry that attends an exalted station, 
needs a higher pitch of virtue to keep the mind in 
a proper temper to meet our dissolution than is 
generally attained; and dying in pomp gives a thou- 
sand terrors to the fatal period. 


Had I been born some humble villager, 

And in a peaceful cottage pass'd my days, 

Far from the guilty pageantry of courts, 

In innocence my life had calmly pass'd, 

And with a smile 1 might resign my breath. 

The world has, I think, as few charms for me 
as for most people of my age: but I must own I 
feel a sort of reluctance to part with every thing 
below, and a dread to enter on those unknown 
regions, from whence none return to tell us what 
they find. . 

Betwixt the whistling of the wind and the roar- 
ing of a fall of water IJ have at present a solemn 
and agreeable concert, and cannot help addressing 
myself with Mira to the Winter. 


To thee my gently drooping-head I bend, 
Thy sigh my sister, and thy tear my friend; 
On thee I muse, and in thy hast ning sun 
gee life expiring ere tis well begun: 

Thy sick' ning ray and venerable gloom 
Show We" s last Keene, the solitary tomb. 


Adieu, 


FF ww Jy 0 


„ 
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WI TrAER shall I direct for you? Are you still an 
inhabitant of the earth, or ascended to the ethereal 
regions? Am I addressing a mortal or an immortal 
spirit? In what language must I speak? If you are 
still in this world, I am determined to molest you; 
and I hope this letter will find you in the midst of 
some agreeable reverie, and chace the gaudy vision 
from your fancy. | 

I cannot praise your virtue in becoming a recluse, 


and getting a victory by a cowardly flight: I would 


have you raise your character, by venturing into 
this wicked Town, and by despising the world 1 in the 


 midst of dazzling temptations. 


To read a treatise of devotion instead of a new 
play, and preserve your serious temper Surround» 
ed with vanity and diversions, would be a more 


- heroical part than enjoying an inglorious tranquili- 


ty among purling streams and flowery meadows. 
Besides, here would be the addition of mortifi- 


cation to heighten your virtue: for you would 


scarce find the crying of mall coal as harmonious 


a sound as the warbling of nightingales; nor the 


smell of cea coal smoke as fragrant as the breath of 


opening violets and primroses. 


But my comparisons are $0 much to the TY 
tage of the country that I am afraid you will sus- 
pect my advice to be the eltcct of envy ; and I had j 
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as good throw off a disguise, and own that at pre- 
sent my way of living is a series of impertinence; 
and were it to continue, 


Far rather would I in some bumble cell, 
Vistant from all that's gay, for ever dwell, 
Than waste my flying hours, and thus divide 
My time 'twixt Folly, Calumny, and Pride 

Still trifling, thus debase the gift of Sense, 

And live the slave of dull Impertinence. 

I have not yet had the curiosity to see the new 
Opera: the weather is so hot that I think ſhady 
groves and crystal streams more refreshing than a 
crowded theatre. Indeed, the Town was never 
more disagreeable to me than now: I wish I knew 
whether it proceeds from being more wise or more 
dull; I am afraid the latter: for as to an increase 
of wisdom, I cannot say I —_— of it in any 
other instance. 

The greatest happiness, 8 his can be a6- 
tained in this world is only insipid indolence, and 
not any real pleasure. How different does it prove 
from those gay visions that youth forms. to itself 
when it first launches out into the flattering ocean 
how soon do tempests of trouble and confusion rise, 
while nothing is 80 common as the desire of long 
life; and yet how small a part of mankind would 
care to trace back their lives again in the same steps 


they did before! Though perhaps the only variety 
would be to change one folly for another; to quit 
the Playhouse for Ombre, or the gentle strains of 


F 


own dear persons in a anne 


I BEG you not to write any more on Lilliput paper. 
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the Opera for the serious contemplation of their 


NJ 


I am your's, | 
—__=__ | 


LETTER HI. her 


I am almost afraid to open your letter, for fear of 


finding, after a respectful margin, Madam at the 


top, and your name at the bottom, and trackless 
wastes of blank paper en for me to fill _ 


_ leisure. 


Ton Wall be eurpriond vo find, that, at a time 


| that my health is declining, 1 should be planting 


trees, and laying out walks, as if I thought I had 
two or three hundred years to enjoy them. I need 
not assure you I have no such expectations; but 
it gives me an innocent delight to form these syl- 
van scenes in an irregular manner, and with a se- 
cret art to imitate Nature 1 in her negligent WR 
ance. 

I have no. giants in yew, nor tigers or birde in 
holly; but instead of them firs and pines, that 
grow just as Nature designed them; and so inter- 
mixed with woodbines, syringas, and other flowery 


Shrubs, that in a few months they will be a per» 


Feet wilderness of sweets. 


The satisfaction 1 Ro in this — moe : 
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me often fancy I am not sincere in my thoughts 
of soon leaving it: I am as busy in my garden, 
and as much surfeited with the Grande Monde, as 
ever Dioclesian was. | | 

Sento qualche stupidita che me impedisce digodere una 
vita nella corte piena di splendore e ceremonia, tanto che 
guella chi gi trova nella 4 gna Senza * et gen Za 
turbenza*, 

Every plant that flourishes gives me a pleasure, 
and every drooping tree infects me with lanquish- 
ing ; I watch every decay among my flowers as a 
celebrated beauty would do gray hairs or wrinkles. 

I have two or three sheep that perplex me as 
much as le Berger Extravagant's flock did him; 
and were I to indulge my rural delights, and re- 
turn no more to the noisy Town, I should fall in- 

to the most soothing and been madness ima- 
ginable. 

. Come, Amaryllis, come, and with me share 
The blooming woodbines, and the fragrant air, 
Together o'er the flow'ry walks we'll rove, 

Dr sit beneath the shelter of the grůve: 

While flocks upon the hills around us bleat, 

And Echoes to the streams their voice repeat, 

Among the willows in a gloomy shade 

By Nature form'd, there rushes a cascade; 

Upon its banks you, undisturb'd, may ly, 

While Contemplation wafts you to the sky. 
I CI. ORA. 


A I feel within me a kind of Stupidity which hinders me to 
enjoy that happiness at a court, taken up with splendour and 
ceremony, that I relish in a country life free from pomp and hurry. 
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LETTER IV. 


Proplx seem at present more busily employed in 


pre paring for the King's birth-day than for their 


own last; and appear to be in greater anxiety for 


a seat in the dancing - room than for a scat in para- 
dise. | b | 

L was last night with 3 a barge of music 
followed us; but, in the midst of this gayety, your 
letter was not the only thing that put me in mind 
of mortality: J had such a violent pain in my head, 
that neither the wit of the company, the softness 
of the music, nor the beauty of the evening, could 
give me any sincere delight. If pleasure be the 


lot of man, it must be in something beyond the 


grave; for, on this side, constant EAPOTIENCS tells 
us all is vanity. | 


But this confession Has hardly any influence on 


human conduct; for people in a high rank must 


often act against their reason to avoid being 
thought unfashionable; and for fear of being 
thought mad by the modish world, must act in a 


manner which they are sensible is being truly so-, 


to keep in vogue with their polite contempotaries. 

I cannot forbear thinking with myself, that if a 
being endowed with reason and a capacity of judg- 
ing (an inhabitant of another planet, and an ut- 
ter stranger to our nature) could take a view of 
our actions, he would be at a loss what to ima- 


094 iir 


gine we were; and had he no 1 but were 


to judge by our conduct, he would certainly either 
imagine that we were a species who were insured 
always to live in the world we now inhabit; or 
else, that after enjoying ourselves here as long as 
we could, we were to be insensible for ever, with- 


out the least expectation of a future judgment, 


punishment or reward. 
| You would hardly make an apology for desiring 
me to writ to you, if you knew how much plea- 
zure the 1 injunction gives to 
Your' 5 unalterabl Ys 
| | CLEoRA. 
LETTER V. 


Tux news of my Lord 's death has been 80 
great a shock to me, that I want all your argu- 
ments against long life to reconcile me to the 
shortness of his at the latter- end of seventy years. 
I ͤ have much ado to think that he did not die too 
young, since he had strength enough to endure 
the most exquisite torments. I loved him most 
Sincerely as a relation, and esteemed him as a most 
valuable and faithful friend. My thoughts are con- 
tinvally employed about him, and 1 grieve for my 
-own loss, and rejoice at his gain in the same mo- 
ment, and cannot forbear following him with my 
ppeculations to the mansions of eternal Peace, and 
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inquiring, with Tickell, in his verses on the n 
of Mr Addison, 


In what new region to the just assign'd, 

What new employments please th* unbody'd mind ? 
A winged Virtue, through th' etherial sky, 

From world to world unweary'd does he fly ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 

Of Heav'n's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze? 
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell 

How Michael battled and the Dragon fell ? 

Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 

In hymns of Love 


I cannot help fancying hone his soul is charmed 
to find itself at liberty, and no longer chained to 
an infirm body, which continually clogged it in all 
its operations. How is he transported to be admit- 
ted to the presence of God his Saviour ! and with 
what delight (if we may be allowed to conjecture 
that he remembers her) will he see his wife, for 
whom he has shed so many tears, in all the pomp 
of celestial glory! With what pleasure will he gaze 
upon the skies, while they unfold their sparkling 
treasures | and with what joy and wonder observe 
the planets in their courses, and look into all the 
deep philosophy of heaven! With what attention 
listen to the songs of angels, while they tune their 
golden lyres to the praise of God and of the Lamb 
and how will his heart overflow with gratitude to 
his Saviour, while he reflects on what he suffered 
to purchase these pleasures for him! 


LETTERS 


When J consider the advantages of his change I 
blame my grief: and yet who can forbear to lament 
the best of friends, the honestest of men, and the 
most agreeable companion that ever was? especial- 
ly in an age like this, where so little honour, friend- 
ship, and sincerity, are to be found. But I am now 
going to write a satire upon mankind, and therefore 


will say no more, but that | 
- I am faithfully your's, 


276 


CLEORA. 


LETTER VL 
To Cronma. | | 
You ask me, my dear Clorinda, what is the reason 
of the deep melancholy you observe in me, and are 
amazed to see how little relish I have for the things 
which amuse other people of my age and quality. 
Y our partiality for me makes you fancy that my in- 
difference is the result of a good understanding, and 
that the force of my judgment has been able to sub- 
due my passions ; but, alas ! how are you mistaken 
my melancholy proceeds from the irregularity of my 
affections ; love, vanity, distrust, and depentance, 
conspire to rack me; and, 


When I look back on all my former "Ig. 
The only comfort the review affords 
Is, that they're past 
For through their course I cannot revellect 
One free from sorrow, guilt, or disappointment: 
Tet hcedless still, through the same paths I stray, 
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And 1 venture on the dang'rous road; 
With open eyes, like one aslcep, 1 walk, | 
And drink the cup, although I know tis poison d. 
Why am 1 led thus captive. by my will? FE OY 
While Reason, faithful guide, for ever warns * 
My drousy soul to shun impending danger. 
This night may be my last; I ne er again 
May see the dawning of another morn: 
Shall I forego the joys of heav'n, to sobth 
A wayward fancy, or destructive passion? : 
Ah, no! let ev'ry faculty unite 
To break the yoke ! Reason, resume thy Sway, 
And calm these wild disorders of my breast! | : 
Whisper thy sacred dictates to my heart, | 
And bend it to th' observance of thy laws! 
Inspire my soul-with ev'ry heav'nly thought, 
And shew me Wisdom's paths! direct my steps, 
Nor leave me thus benighted ? 


There is not in nature a greater contradiction: 
than my. thoughts and actions, and it is impossible 
for me to account why they are so: I pursue the 
pleasures of this world at the same time that 1 
know them to be fleeting and worthless. I distract 
myself about the opinion of the public, though I 
despise the injustice of its censures.. I cannot for- 
bear repining at my unhappy circumstances, in suf- 
fering myself to be tormented with the ingratitude 
of some whom I thought my friends, nor weeping, 
while I indulge a hopeless passion; though I know 


that 


| Quickly will my glass of life be run 
And with it all my joys atid-8orrows gone: 
Then I no more shall feel Love s cruel ; 
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LETTERS 


But cold and peaceful to the grave retire ; 
No more shall weep for the licentious wrongs 
Of judgments rash, or scourge of sland'rous tongues. 


178 


And yet, not even this reflection can arm me witk 
patience. I am uneasy with my faults without cor- 
recting them; and in love with my duty without 
practising it. I act contrary to my highest reason, 
and turn rebel to the IE of my own Judg- 
ment. & 7 
After this account of me, you wit not wakes 
that I retire as much as I can from noise and hur- 
ry; though no shade is. gloomy enough to hide my 
folly from my eyes, nor any. retreat. calm enough ta. 
lull my passions. However, I do not yet deepair 
of conquering these vexations by the assistance of 
Religion, and the grace of that God who will al- 
ways be found by chose who seek him, in an hum- 
ble sense of their awn unworthiness, and a firm r. re- 
Jiance upon his mercy. : 
I am never in so whimsical a situation of mind, 
in the midst of all my absurdities, as to forget chat | 
1 am, by a thousand obligations, 
Tour faithful friend, 
and obliged servamt, 
e Gs 


| LETTER VII. 
7 ALMIRA.. 
My dear Almira. -- 


Jo will be extremely afflicted; though not rurpri- 
sed, * f * 50 many months, 
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the unhappy Teraminta yesterday expired i in my : 
arms. The day before her death she ordered eve- 
ry body but me to leave the room, and desired me 
to sit down by her bed- side; then, taking me by 
the hand, she spoke to me in . e man- 
ner. * 
I see, my. faithful Emilia, that 700 are ae 
under the affliction which you suffer, to find that a 
few hours will deprive you not only of a sincere 
and tender friend, but of a person whom your par- 
tiallity inclines you to believe has some merit. E 
eannot leave you under this mistake, and go out of 
the world with the guilt of deceiving you; it is not: 
possible for me to let you waste your tears for a 
wretch who is unworthy. of them: yet let what I 
have suffered for my crimes: induce you to com pas- 
sion, and my hard fate warn yoy to guard against 
the first glimmerings of a guilty passion; for that 
has been my ruin. You know L was married ex- 
tremely young, and upon the fashionable unhappy. 
views of estate and titles. However, my hufband's- 
merit, (which to my eternal confusion I must ever 
acknowledge), joined to his fondness for me, gaiu- 
ed so far upon my heart, that if I had not all the 
passion that attends love, I had all the-tenderness- 
of an exalted friendship, for him. In this calm state 
I passed the first six years of our marriage, and had. 
several children by him: but then his public em- 
ployment obliged him to enquir: ſor a person to a5 
| M2: 2: 
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sist him in the discharge of his office; he had'a 

young man recommended to him for that purpose, 
whom he took into his house; he had ten thousand 
good qualities; he was just three-and-twenty, and 
perfectly beautiful, at least to me he appeared so; 
but why should I describe him to you, or strive to 
conceal the temptation, while I own the guilt? Lou 
know the destroyer of my peace and his own; it is 
the wretched Alonzo. He had not been long in 
the family before I began to have an affection for 
him that frighted me: his name affected me; I 
could not hear him mentioned without trembling, 
or see him unexpectedly without becoming as pale 
as ashes, and in a few months I found my heart 
was entirely given up to him. What eloquence can 
express my grief at this discovery? My vows, my 
husband's merit, my family, my fame, now appear- 
ed to me in their full force, and joined to rack me. 
I passed my nights in tears, and rose more weary 
than I lay down. I flew to religious books for suc- 
cour, but in vain; I had neglected the danger till 
it was irretrievable. I wandered in my house and 
gardens more like a guilty ghost tham a living crea- 
ture; and, to add to my distress, I observed an un- 
usual melancholy in the face of my dear Alonzo; 
he was always in my way, alone and pensive. One 
evening, as I was standing just without the door, 
in the court before my house, observing the 
moon and stars, which were shining in their full 


/ 
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splendour, and wishing myself above those olitter« 1 
ing luminaries, that I might be no longer subject 


to that criminal passion which rendered wy life 


a burthen, I chanced to put my hands behind 


me. I had not stood long in that posture before 
thought I felt something gently touch my hand, 

and looking round J found it to be Alonza; who 
seeing me about to leave him, took one of my 
hands, and holding it betwixt his, pressed it to his 
bosom with an air of tenderness which pierced my 


very soul. However, I was enough mistress of my- 


self to ask him what behaviour of mine had encou- 
raged him to hope that I would endure so unaceoun- 
table an insolence ? He told me that what he did 
was not the effect: of hope, but of absolute despair 3. 


that his misery was grown to such an height that it 


was incapable of receiving any aggravation z and 
that though he loved me to distraction, he did not 
even entertain a wish that I should return a pas- 
sion so much below me; and that if I could for- | 
give the frenzy that had brought him to make this 
declaration, he would for the future observe an e- 
ternal silence. At these words he burst into tears, 
and I left him with the utmost precipitation, to 
conceal a tenderness which neither the obligation 
of my duty, or any other reflection, were strong 
enough to suppress. I was now sunk to the depth 
of misery : I had listened to the declaration of a. 
love forbidden by all the laws of heaven and carth, 
an 3 


N 
{ 
1 


1 ann 
and contrary to every principle of virtue which 
my education had instilled into my soul. I knew 
not what method to take to free myself and Alon- 
zo from so unhappy a situation. Sometimes I 


resolved to feign some cause of dislike, and pre- 
vail with my husband to discharge him. When T 


had summoned all my aids of virtue, modesty, and 


pride, and fancied myself able to make the dread- 
ful proposal, my passion brought back his idea to 
my heart with all the charms of his mind and per- 
son, and represented him not only ruined in his 
peace, but in his fortune, by my severity. Several 
months passed in this state of anxiety, and he re- 
ligiously observed his word, nor ever once men- 
tioned his passion; but at last the disorder of his 


mind threw him into a fever, and his life was de- 


spaired of. Judge what I endured upon this oc- 
casion: however, conscious modesty hindered me 
from going near him in his illness, which lasted 


almost a fortnight; but at last his youth, and the 


strength of his constitution, overcame his disease, 


and he was able to get vp the stairs that led to my 


apartment, and was at the. door of it just as I went 
to call some of the servants. At that moment e- 
very good angel left me, and I could not forbear 
expressing my joy to find him able to leave his 


bed. Alas! said he, why do you wish my 


* " 10e prolorged? Death is wy only road to 
peace, since L am hated by you,” Them words, 
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joingd with the paleness of his looks, disarmed 
all my resolutions, and 1 told him a secret which 

I ought rather to have died than have uttered; 1 
owned my passion, and begged him to live for 
my sake, if not for his own. He was amazed 
and overjoyed at this confession, and soon reco- 
vered his health. We now went on in a thougkht- 

less road of pleasure, and indulged our mutual pas- 

sion, till at last he pressed me to give him the most 

guilty preofs of it; and strengthened his entrea- 
ties with all the arguments that so good an un- 
derstanding, assisted by the powers of Hell, could 
inspire. But as passionately as I loved him, he 
could not, with all his eloquence, erase the senti- 
ments of innate virtue, and convictions of reli- 
gion, from my soul. I was not enough abandoned 


| but to look on adultery as a point of horror nat to 


be outlived; and though I allowed him liberties 
which I am now convinced were guilty, ye: I al- 
ways kept myself from the last steps of vice, and 
was so happy, that, instead of my yielding to his 
arguments, he was convinced by mine, and asked 
pardon of God and me for the criminal design he 
had pursued. We now resolved, by the strictness 
of our lives, to make what. amends we could for 
the errors we had fallen into; and for these last 
three years have applied ourselves seriously to the 
securing of our salvation z but we have never been 


able to conquer our unhappy passion, though we - 
NM 4 


4 


have suppressed the effects of it. It is this eter. 
nal contradiction, joined to the remorse I feel for 
my ingratitude to the best of husbands, which has 
brought me into the condition you see. Happy, 
if by losing my life I could atone for my injustice ! 
How gentle would my agonies appear, if by their 
excess I could hope that they would be accepted 
as part of my punishment? Whatever I could suf- 
fer here would be joyful to me, were I sure it 
could entitle me to mercy hereafter. Here she fell 
into a 8woon, but quickly revived, and lived till 
next day. About an hour before she died she 
sent for her husband and children, and took leave 
of them with great tenderness: and then lying 
down as if she would sleep, expired in a few mi- 
nutes. They are in vast affliction for her; but no 
words can paint the despair of Alonzo; he has 
neither spoke nor ate since her death, and seems 
80 perfectly stupined, that I fear his SENSES are gone 
For ever. 

Adieu, my dear Almirg! My « tears flow 80 kast 
that I can write no more. 


IT {= „ 


LETTER VIII. 
By the rame band. 


My fork, 


1 favs at last taken the only means left me to 
free myself from your Enportunities, and the 
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weakness of my own heart, which argued but too 
much on your side. I found my fame, and every 
other consideration, too light, when weighed in the. 
balance against your love; but the force of religion 
has turned the scale, and made me resolve to spend 
the remainder of my weeping days in a convent: . 
it is in that holy retreat that | hope to find the 
peace which I lost in the world. You cannot be 
sorry for this resolution when you consider of it: 
for not all the polite maxims of the present age are 
sufficient to discountenance virtue, or bring vice 
into reputation; or could they prevail in this world, 
would they be admitted at God's tribunal. Your 
Lordship may call this Bigotry, or any other name 
which the levity of your fancy, or modish prin- 
ciples, can inspire you with ; but a day will come 
in which you will find it sacred truth; and you will 
be glad that, by shutting myself for ever from your 
sight, I hindered you from the guilt you have pur- 
sued, and put it out of your power to ruin me. Tt 
would be no very pleasing reflection on your death- 
bed that you had seduced a soul from the paths 
ol peace and virtue; and, to give yourself a fashion- 
able liberty, had entailed misery and infamy on a 
family who have served you with zeal and affec- 
tion. What has my aged father left undone te 
Support your interest in the country? with what 
tenderness did my mother educate your two young 
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sisters, who were committed to her care? And, in 


return, you would bring their only daughter to the 
last degree of sin and shame: this may be genteel, 
but surely it is not noble. How false are your 


sentiments of honour and justice! you thought it 
would be a reflection on your character to marry 


into a family 80 much below you in birth and for- 


tune; but are not ashamed to return a thousand 
-obligations (pardon me, my Lord, for great as you 
are, I must call them such) with the highest injury. 
And though you have not succeeded in your guilt 


'_ as to that, you robbed two ancient servants, nay, _ 
friends of yours, of the joy of their eyes, and de- 


light of their age, their only child; who by your 
licentious love is forced to seclude herself from 


them, and the whole world, for ever. I dread to 


think how they will support this affliction. I left 
a letter on*the table to acquaint my mother with 
my retreat, but concealed the cause, for your sister's 


sake; since she might, perhaps, resolve to discharge 


herself from an office which she has executed with 
80 much care, and has produced her so cruel a re- 


© quital. Let the sorrow you. brought upon my pa- 


rents content you, and do not carry ruin into an- 


other family. Why should you employ the finest 


understanding, and the most graceſul person, to 


promote the cause of Hell? and why must the rank, 
Power, and wealth, which were given you to dif- 


\ 
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fi happiness all around you, only serve to make 
you capable of splendid mischief ? 

I am now in a sanctuary where I cannot be the 
entertainment of your idle hours, and where the 
time I spent in listening to you shall now be em- 
ployed in praying for your reformation ; the tears 
which J have often poured out in vain to dissuade 
you from your guilty enterprize shall be shed be- 
fore God for your ins: for though you have used 
me with the utmost cruelty, your eternal welfare 
will always be the tenderest concern of 

The unhappy AxasrAsT4. 


LETTER IX: 
To LEONORA.s 
I rave been on the very borders of the grave, and 


bave, for several months, endured all the pains and 
languishments of a dangerous illness; but it has 
pleased God to restore me to so tolerable a measure 
of health that I am now able to think and write 
again; and with what pleasure do 1 keel myself 
once more at ease | 

How ungrateful are the — of mankind, 
while they enjoy this blessing | and how seldom 
{when they are well) do they reflect on the incon- 
venience and faintness, the weariness and pains, 
that attend a sick bed! I never was sensible what 
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I owed'to God for my health till I came to want 

it. While my blood flowed with an even unin- 
terrupted course in its channels, and my arteries 
and sinews were able to perform their several func- 
tions, I overlooked that mercy which had contri- 
ved them for those operations; but as soon as they 
were obstructed I was sensible of their value z. and, 
while I sickened at the sight of my food, I 8:0 
the peasant, whose health enabled him to earn 
his dinner with the sweat of his brow; and while 
I was in torment in a stately apartment, and rest- 
less on a bed of down, how joyfully would I have 
exchanged conditions with the hind, who, in an 
humble cottage, was sleeping on sheaves of straw ! 
How readily would I have parted with all the vanity 
of airy titles, all the advantages of riches and gran- 
deur, to purchase health! Health, which gjpes re- 
lish to every enjoyment, and, like the rays of light, 
diffuses beauty upon every object. When I was 
ill, the beauty of the creation was effaced to me; 
I found no longer harmony in the sounds of music, 
nor joy while the sun poured his meridian glory; 
but turned my eyes from the intolerable lustre, 
and wished for the shades of Night to veil his ra- 
diance. 1 had no pleasure in seeing every thing 
round me flourich while I withered and decayed : 
the birds that warbled near my window seemed 
to sing my funeral dirge, and every fly that buzzed 
in my chamber, sounded like an alarm to judgment. 
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When night came, I considered that, probably, 1 


might never see day-light again till the morning 
of the-resurrection dawned upon the earth; and 
when I was drowzy, and inclining to sleep, I ima- 


 xyined that I should, perhaps, never wake till I heard 


the voice of the archangel, and the sound of the 
last trumpet, nor lift up my head til-I saw the Son 


of man coming in the clouds with power and great 
glory. This near prospect of death and judgement 


has put the world, and all its. gaudy. vanities, into 

a just light, and has convinced me of the falsity of 
human comforts : and | have reason to bless God, 
who has given me such an opportunity of seeing 
things as they really are; and by making me sensi- 
ble of the small consolation that all the earth can | 
afford in the time of illnessgrand at the hour of 
death, has directed my eyes and hopes to Heaven, 


ang ade me know the value of those hours which 


were too aften wasted in guilt or folly : and, believe 
me, Leonota, you will some time or other be sen- 


sible of this important truth. You are not more 
secure of years to come than I appeared to be be- 


fore this illness; and will find the splendour of a 
court, and all the flatteries of life, miserable com- 
forters upon a sick bed: the pleasures of this world 
will withdraw, and nothing remain with you but 
a sense of your past conduct; and when you find 
yourself ready to quit the stage, you will have no 
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concern about any thing but how you have acted 
your part. 

I am still very weak, though perfectly at ease; 
and I could be satisfied to remain 80 always, rather 
than hazard being again a slave to my passions and 

pleasures. Tam, with all imaginable sincerity, 
Your most faithful 
Diana. 
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LETTER X. 
To LySANDER.. 

'FroL p you, some time since, that my affairs would 
oblige me to pass this summer at my estate in the 
West; I have been at it these six weeks. I brought 
no company hither but Cleomedon, who is so fond 
of his studies that I seldom see him, unless it be at 
meals, but then he is always sprightly and cheer- 
ful: and at other times L entertain myself either ig 
the park or gardens, which afford me so much 
amusement that I never find the day too long. 

I cannot forbear repeating to you an adventure 
which I met with a few days ago. — As I was ri- 
ding over some of my farms, I came to the brow of 
an extreme high hill, from whence I had the pro- 
spect of the most beautiful valley imaginable ; it 
was full of woods, and watered with a large river; 

nn some places it run very broad and straight, in o- 
1 chers it was moe contracted, and flowed in a thou 

| 3 
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zand windings; sometimes it was lost among the 
woods, and rose again with fresh beauty as it run 
through the flowery lawns. I was so charmed with 
the sight of this sylvan scene that I longed to be in 
it; but the difficulty was how to get down the hill; 
for that side next the valley was almost perpendi- 
cular, and so rocky and covered with wood. that it 
seemed unpassible. However, I dismounted, and, 
leading my horse, found a. narrow winding, by 
which I made a shift to get to the bottom of the 
hill; at the foot of which was a delightful plain, 
here and there interspersed with spreading oaks,. 
beech and sycamore trees Here I had the pleasure 
to observe the spring of the river that watered that 
beautiful valley; it gushes out of the side of. the 
rock, and, after falling from one clift to another a 
great height, runs even with the grass through the 
plains and woods. I now got on horseback again, 
and following the course of the river about three or 
four furlongs Il came to a low house, behind which 
there was a plat of trees, and before a little court, 
which had no other fence. than. a laurel hedge 
breast-high. There was a little wicket which stood. 


open, and the neatness of. the place tempted me 


to go in; which I did with the better assurance, 
because J imagined, by the appearance and size of; 
the house, that it was not inhabited by any persons 
of distinction. I erossed the court without seeing 
any body, and came into a hall, the neatness of 
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which is not to be described. But I own I was 
surprised to seę a harpsicord, upon which lay some 
music books. I had the curiosity to look into them, 
and found some of them were Opera airs, but the 
greater part hymns and anthems. There lay on 
the table two large folios of maps, and upon the 
ground | observed a pair of very fine globes. A 
furniture so different from what 1 expected made 
me uncertain whether J should follow my curiosi- 
ty, which led me to go up a staircase that was at 
one end of the hall, or go back without disturbing 
the owners of the house, who I now began to be- 


lieve were of a different rank from what l at first 


tmagined 3 and yet it was inconceivable to me how 
any persons of distinction should be in such à house. 
My curiosity prevailed, and I went up; but when 
1 came near the top of the stairs J heard a person. 
reading with great justness, in a clear voice, which: 
seemed to be a woman's. I stopped a little to lis- 
ten to her, and at last turning to my right hand, 


J observed a door which stood half open, from 


whence I imagined the voice came. I drew near 
it without any noise, and could see a grave well- 
looking woman of about fifty, who was reading a- 
loud to two very beautiful young ones, who were 
embroidering flowers on white silk ; they were 
dressed alike in white sattin waisteoats, and brown 
lutestring petticoats, and upon their heads fine la- 
ced caps, made like those of the common peasants; 
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| they had an air of innocence and modesty greater 


than Lever saw. She who appeared the elder of 


the two had dark hair, and the most blooming com- 


plexion imaginable; she was tall, and finely shap- 
ed, and might have passed for an inimitable beau - 


ty, had not the young creature who sat by her 


showed that it possible even to surpass her. Her 
hair was almost flaxen, and her skin could scarce 
be equalled by any poetical simile; she had large 
blue eyes, and her eyebrows and eyelashes were a 
dark brown; she had a sweetness in her counte- 

nance which would have disarmed a tiger of its 
rage. I had considered them but a few moments 
when she who seemed the elder of the young wo- 

men looked up and seemed surprised at the sight 


of a stranger; however, she rose with great civi- 
lity, and said,“ Madam, here is a gentleman, who, 
believe, would speak with you“ I then was 


80 confounded, that I neither knew how to retire. 
or make an excuse for so unaccountable a visit; 
but the eldest of the ladies asked me to come in, 
with so benign and cheerful an aspect, that it gave 


me courage to own the occasion of my intrusion, 
and ask a thousand pardons for it. To which she 
answered, That my curiosity was its own pu- 
* nishment, since it had made me take 80 much 


« pains to zee what was so little worth it as her 
te retirement.” I had now time to view the room 


_ they were in; it was hung to the top of the chairs 
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with fine Indian matting, above which, all round 
the room, were shelves filled with books; and, up- 
on looking into them, I found them to be an ad- 
mirable collection of history, divinity, and travels: 
there were a few books of the best philosophy, and 
some plays. There were upon stands several basons 
of flowers; and, in short, every thing was so ele- 
gant and charming, that I began to fancy myself 
in an inchanted habitation, and could not forbear - 
expressing my desire to know how people of so ex- 
traordinary a genius came to hve in so very retired a 
manner; which the elderly lady perceiving told me, 
that if I had patience she would give me a faithful 
account of it. She said her husband was the heir 
of a noble family; that his name was Theanor, 
by whom she had two daughters, which were the 
young women I saw that her husband died when 
the eldest was betwixt eight and nine years old, 
and left great debts: in vain did the apply to his 
Tich relations, they would not assist her;; 80 that 
che found herself either obliged to alter her way of 
iving, or leave; his debts unpaid ; which, though 
the laws did not force her to satisfy, she thought 
Herself bound to do by all the rules of justice and 
honour. She therefore discharged all her servants 
except two maids, and an ancient clergyman, 
Wl * whom she kept to instruct her daughters. With 
\F this small family she retired to this house, where 
l she said she had lived upwards of fifteen years. 
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She paid her husband's debts in the first seven; 
but had found so much peace in that solitude that 
she was loth to quit it, and had the pleasure to ſind 
both her daughters in the same mind. I could 
not forbear asking how they amused themselves 
in so absolute a retreat, and in what manner they 
divided the day. In answer to which she told me, 
that indeed they seldom went abroad; and that 
when she had, given me an account of one day, 
she told me their whole course of life for the last 
fifteen years. | 
« As soon as we rise, said * « we meet in a 
© little chapel below stairs, where the clergyman 
« I mentioned to you reads prayers to us, and we 
c sing a psalm. After this, we have our breakfast, 
« and my daughters amuse themselves with their 
music or painting, as they like best, while I am 
© busied with the affairs of my family. About 
eleven o'clock we go into a room, where we pre- 
* pare medicines for the poor, who cannot afford 
4 better help, and there have a press filled with 
& clothes for them of all sorts; and in the drawers 
c under are Bibles, and other books of devotion, 
<« that while we take care of their bodies their souls 
© may not be entirely neglected. Here we spend 
© our time till we are ready to dress for dinner; 
« after dinner, my daughters play on the harpsi- 
* chord, and sing, or sometimes we only converse, 
e till we have a mind 9 2 up hither, where one 
e 0 
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« of us constantly reads while the others work. In 
© the evening we walk till supper; after which, we 
& call our little family, and end the day as we be- 
gun it, in praising God, and imploring his pro- 
« tection.” 
I told her, © I was no longer surprised that they 
« liked their way of living, since it appeared to me 
to be such as must entirely secure them from all 
kinds of discontent.“ | 
They none of them answered to this; and, up- 
on looking up, I saw the face of the eidest daugh- 
ter covered with tears. I expressed my concern at 
this sudden alteration, and begged to know the oc- 
casion of it. Alas!“ said her mother, © this un- 
« happy girl is more to be pitied than you imagine; 
ac and it is only on her account that I feel sorrow. 
% About five years ago she fell desperately in love 
< with a young man, who was equally se with her; 
« but the misfortune was, that he was not only 
% much below her in his fortune, but of a family 
< which ate notorious for their wickedness, though 
« he is not so himself; for his mother, who was per- 
4 fectly-virtuous, had instilled into him all the prin- 
« ciples of piety and morality. They had long 
c had a mutual tenderness before I perceived it; 
< but when I did, and found how much Rosella's 
« heart was fixed, it afflicted me so that I fell into 
a deep melancholy, which ended in a dangerous 
< sickness, and I was given over by my physicians. 
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®*T then told Rosella the cause of my illness, and 
« advised her against a marriage, the apprehensions 
« of which had, in all probability, cost me my life. 
<« She fell on her knees by my bed-side, and, bath- 
© ing my hands with her tears, begged-I would en- 

ce deavour to recover; for if some body was to be 
the victim of her unhappy passion, she was re- 
«Solved it should be herself, since death would be 


ess terrible to her than offending me. I rejoiced, 


* 


c“ and was surprised at her compliance, and hoped 
& her affections had not been so firmly rooted as E 
6 gince found. When I began to recover, she beg - 
«© ved leave to write to Alphonso, (for that was the 
* name of her lover) and give him an account of 
«the promise she had made, and the reasons 


et which forced her to it. He received the news 
_ © with inexpressible grief, and the next day left 
his father's house; to which he has never yet 

* yet returned, nor has any body heard of him. I 


e have been so much touched with my daughter's: 
* gufferings, and the patience with which she en- 
% Jured them, without ever upbraiding me as the 
ce cause of them, that I now wish as ardently as she 
te does to see him return; that I may have the plea- 
ce sure of rewarding her filial piety, by giving her 


hand where she long ago placed her heart.” She 
could not end this relation without tears, in which 
her daughters accompanied her. 


Lown I was moved with compassion at the ste- 
5 my: NE, 
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ry of Rosella, and cannot take my thoughts from | 
this charming retirement, or forget the beauty of 
Melissa, which was the name of the younger daugh- 
ter. ny | | 

I staid till it was dark, and then took my leave, 
extremely delighted with so uncommon an adven- 
ture. Adieu. 5 | 
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To Lady Sorna, from a young woman of quality, re- 
| lating the oceasion of her kaving ber. fatber's house. 
Madam, OS 4s 1 Fe or” ed 15 


| W HEREVER I am, it wilt be a pleasure to vou, 


T am persuaded, to know I have found a retreat 
entirely to my own satisfaction. The occasion 


of my flight and concealment you are partly 


acquainted with. I found my father inflexi- 
ble in his resolution of marrying me to a foreign- 


er of great distinetion, one of his own princi- 


ples, a bigotted Papist. My mother, you know, 
was a strict Protestant, and, by her marriage ar- 


ticles, had secured her on liberty, and that of e- 


ducating her daughters in the same profession I 
was their only child, carefully instructed in those 


sacred truths which, by the assistance of heaven, I 
never will renounce; but rather give up my title 


to all the dazzling advantages the world can tempt 
me with, It is for this I am a voluntary exile from 
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my father's house, who, after my mother's deatli,. 

intrenched on my religious liberty, restrained me 

from the public worship, and forbid. me reading 

my Bible. These severities, with the French 
match he was treating for me, put me on the des- 
perate adventure of privately quitting his family, 
and securing my freedom in some humble disguise. 
No person on earth was privy to my design but a 
near relation of my mother's, a person of strict 
honour and piety ; who encouraged me to sacri- 
fice every thing rather than renounce my faith, or 
break my peace Wl. heaven and my own. con- 
science. 

I got the habit of a country girl, and, with this. 
gentleman's assistance, was carried into one of the 
most fertile counties in England, till we came near 
a large farm-house, of which he had some know- 
ledge, and there he left me to make my own for- 
tune. IL went on with cantious- steps till L. came 
to the entrance of a square court, surrounded with. 
a hedge of hawthorn in its full bloom. Here I. 
met the mistress of the family; she appeared young 
and in a clean modest dress, was perfectly agreea- 
ble: there was something in her aspect so gentle 

and beneſicent, that I could not help being inte- 
rested in her welfare from the first moment. I sa 
her. | | 
She was then dealing out the-remains of a plen- 
'tiful. table to a company of indigent people, who,, 


* 
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with lifted: hands and grateful hearts, implored 
Heaven to reward her im a thousand blessings. A. 
very pretty boy and. girl, with sparkling eyes and 
rosy cheeks, stood hanging on her apron ;. who, to 
mimie their mother, gave away all. the little trea- 
sure they had in their pockets to the beggars chil 
dren; and then fell a crying, because she would 
not suffer them to pull off their. own. shoes and 
stockings to give to some that were bare footed. 
As soon as she had dismissed her dependants I. 
offered my service, and told her the distresses to 
which I must be exposed if she refused me. She 
perceived. my. concern was unaſſeeted ;. and seeing 
me young, with the bloom of health in my looks, 
(without any. of. that impertinent caution J expect- 
ed) she agreed to receive me into her service. She 
then happened to want a servant, rather to share 
with her in the management of a large family than 
to be employed in any domestic drudgery.. I know 
not why, but she seemed pleased with me; and 1 
with equal content entered my new station with- 
out any melancholy reviews of my. past grandeur, 
the dignity of my birth, or the delicacy of my edu- 
cation. The glorious motive for, which I. had re- 
signed the splendid vanities of life gave an un- 
speakable alacrity to my mind, and filled it with 
that ineffable peace that springs from consctaus- 


virtue: 8 | ' 
Be these celestial concolatione mine, 
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I did not see my new master till the evening, 


when he came home, with a train not of beaus 


and powdered footmen, but of industrious honest 
labourers; some of his own household, and others 
hired by the day, whom he punctually paid at the 
close of it, repeating that rule of the sacred scrip- 
ture, © Thou shalt not sleep with the wages of an 
< hiteling.” He 1s a very grave man, twice the 
age of his wife, a person of great prudence and un- 
blemished honesty; very hospitable to strangers, as 
gentle pd compassionate to his servants; country 
business is his great delight, in the management of 
which Heaven has blessed him with uninterrupt- 
ed prosperity and vast increase. 
The farm-house is indeed somewhat antique, 
but spacious and pleasant: a more agreeable situ- 
ation cannot be imagined, nor a greater variety of 
sylvan scenes described in poetry, unless Mr Thom- 
son's Spring and Summer Sea gong could rise in one 
enchanting prospect. The wide landscape round 
is all my master's property: his snowy flocks are 
ranging on the hills, his grazing herds lowing 
through the plains; the mountains are crowned 
with the great Creator's bounty, and the YaRes 
made vocal with his praises. 

These scenes of innocence and plenty bring back 
the Patriarchal ages to my view, and give me a 
sort of pious pleasure. Methinks I see the plains 
of Mamre covered with the wealthy Hebrew's 


* 


* 
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: flocks and herds z or, shifting the scene for the 
fruitful fields of Haran, the beauteous. Rachel fol- 
: lowing her fleecy charge seems to come in view; 
) Boaz and his reapers appeared to my fancy in the 
; jovial months of harvest. In that cheerful season, 


here was no wild riot, no rude intemperance; no- 
ching but harmless merriĩ ment appeared among any 
e of my master's domestics. As soon as they enter 


- his service he gives them a Bible and The Practice 
s | of Piety, with strict orders, that they appear con- 
y Þ| «tantly on the Lord's Day at the public gorship, 
unless they have such an excuse as they dare carry 
t» to the last tribunal. 3 [x 


It will not be incredible to one of your piety 


e, chat I can make myself easy in a way of life 80 
1. different from the gaieties of a court, to which 1 
ok | have been inured. I am not only easy, but really 
i» happy; my mistress, who has a sweetness of tem- 
| per not to be equalled, is fond of me, and leaves 
me not to be idle, but which is much better, to 
chuse my own employment. You know my stature 
is above the common height; and since I came 
here I am rather grown taller, and somewhat more 
plump, $0 that a little business does me ng#manner 
of harm. CESS | 
[ have entirely put off the fine lady, and all my 
court airs ; I have almost forgot I am an Earl's 
daughter, and should start at the sound of Lady 


Frances; instead of that, I am plain Rosalinda, 
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without any other appellation but what the gentle 

swains now and then give me, of a handsome lass, 
or a proper damsel, with which I am infinitely 
better pleased than when FE was an angel, or a god- 
dess, and impiously addressed in the strains of ado- 
ration. If ever I return to the modish world, I 


must learn to dance again, having perfectly forgot 


to make my honours: I have made but one court- 
sey since I came here, and that was to a Squire, 
who, because it was something low, and not finish- 
ed in the twinkling of an eye, catched me by the 
hand, verily: believing. I was sinking to the ground 
in a fainting fit. I am not turned Quaker, but [ 
have laid aside all ceremony, and call every body 
in the village by. their Christian name; except my 


master and mistress, and the parson of the parish, 
whom I cannot pass by without telling you he is a 


man of exemplary piety, of universal charity, and 
a great blessing to this place. 
My. splendid distinction of. being the head ser- 


vant, as it gives me a pretence to keep my distance, 
and to be as reserved as I think fit, so it frees me 


from any drudgery but what is my own choice; 


the worst of which is rubbing a long oaken table 


that graces the hall, and is kept as bright as a look- 


ing glass. My Saturday's work is dressing four or 


＋ 


five spacious chimnies with pionies, holly- Oaks, or 


branches of bays. Some part of my time (and that 


the most. delightful) is spent in rambling the fields 
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with my master's children, the pretty boy and girl 
I mentioned : while they are following their little 
sports, I give up my thoughts to some innocent re- 
verie, or pious meditation; to this the view of the 


fair creation invites me; here the present Deity 


seems to challenge a natural homage, while he 


cheers me in the glory of the sun, refreshes me in 
the fragrant breeze, is beauty in the flowers of the 


field, and harmony in the nightingale's voice. With 
2 sort of ecstacy I repeated Milton's Morning 
Hymn, to which the Italian translation gives new 
life and music: 


Glorioſe opre tue tutte son queste 
Padre del bene omnipotente : E' tuo 
Questo composto universal, cotante 
A mervigla bello; or quz'l sarui 

Oggetto di stupor, tu stesss 
Ineffabil — | 


But I am not always in the sublime; 1 somtimes 
descend to gather cowslips and daisies, or pursue 


some gaudy butterfly, with my pretty companions; 
or please myself with dressing up their fine flaxen 
hair with tufts of flowers. 


These, you will think, are very guiltless amuse- 
ments; and if I should tell you I have an amour 
These are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this universal frame, 
Thus wondrous fair; : thyself how wondrous then! 
Ws oma — 
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altogether as guiltless, dear Lady Sophia, would 
you not believe me ? I suppose you will ack me if 


| my charms have captivated the Lord of the ma- 
nor, or a Justice of the 8 the High She- 


Tiff of the county? Alas: my ambition sleeps; 1 


should not aim at these glorious conquests, not 


even in my best apparel; and in that, I must tell 
you, I am as fine as any shepherdess in an opefa. 
But, if you was to see the gentle youth that I have 
the vanity to think sighs for me, you would be- 
lieve him some poetical form: he is so elegant, so 
beautiful, that when he appears the scene is all 
Arcadia; and (except a certain person with a star 
and garter) he is the handsomest youth that ever 


your eyes beheld, Nor will you wonder when I 


tell you his descent is from a younger branch of 
the S— family, a race remarkable for heroes and 
beauties. By the extravagance of his ancestors the 
estate has been long sunk to about two or three 
hundred a year: this youth was left from his in- 
fancy to the care of his grandmother, and bred as 
well as her narrow fortune would allow; but it is 


easy to perceive he owes nothing but to Nature, 


which has given him every advantage, without the 
vices, of a polite education : he is about my own 
age, hardly turned of nineteen When I first saw 
bim, he was sitting under a shady beech, with an 
English Pastor Fido in his hand; he appeared like 


another Adonis in the softest bloom of life, I 
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cannot deseribe him better than in the following 
verses, writ by Lady B—'s on another subject: 


His faultless shape appear'd with ev'ry grace, 
While Beauty sat triumphant in his face; | 
His hair, the palest brown, in riuglets flow'd, 
And charms beyand the reach of Art bestow'd. 
His forehead white as snow, his radiant eyes 
The bright celestial blue that paints the skies: 
A guiltless blush his blooming cheeks disclose, 
The native tincture of an op'ning rose; 

His aspect open, artless, and serene, 
Reveal d the spotless mind that dwelt within, 


In this perfection of youthful charms he has all 


# 


that modesty that rises from a delicacy of thought, 


and a constant fear of offending. I am so demure 


and reserved that he has not the least suspicion of 


my partiality for him; nor dares discover his own 
for me, though he believes his station so superior 
to mine: he looks and sighs, but is as silent as your 


great grandfather's busto that stands on his monu- 
ment. I am, indeed, a very great prude, and ne- 


ver gave him an opportunity to speak on this sub- 


ject; but, if 1 should, the attempt would infalli- 


bly suffocate him. He lately brought me a basket 
of flowers from a little neat garden of his grand - 


mother's ; but he stood $0 long in suspense with 
the basket in his hands, that I feared the fragrant 


blossoms would have been withered before he could | 


come to a resolution to let me have them. 
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He would certainly have presented them to the 
Queen with more assurance and a better grace, had 
he been received with those propitious smiles which 


never fail to encourage modest unn and Scatter 


every human care. 
RosgLIx DA. 


LETTER I 
To- Lady Soenta, from the dame. 


Nor bubling fountains to the thirsty swain were 
ever more welcome, dear Lady Sophia, than your 
letter to me; nothing can be more solemn than the 
profession of your friendship, nor more agreea- 
ble than your raillery on my gallant. He may be, 
as you imagine, one of Count Gabalis's sylphs; or 
some gentle spirit of the vale, propitious to vir- 
tuous lovers; or of the number of the Sylvan 
Genii, with whom he seems to converse more 
than with any thing of human race. I have sel- 
dom seen him but either walking i in some verdant 
inclosure under a hedge-row of shady trees, or 
sitting with a flute in his hand by some purling ri- 
vulet, mimicking the nightingale's pensive note, 
while the melting music glides along the stream 
and echoes through the flowery dale. In one of 
wy rambles with my little mistress I followed the 


course of a pretty cascade, which fell from an easy 


descent, and led me to a natural bower of trees, 
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| whose branches mingling at the top formed a lofty 


arch, and excluded the noonday's sultry beams: 
I entered the silent retreat with as much veneration 
as if it had been sacred to some invisible Power 


but how great was my surprise when I saw the 
lovely youth reclined on a moſſy bank, lost in dow- 


ny ſleep! the verdant couch was canopied over 
with ivy twining with honeysuckles. 

Never did any human thing appear so beautiful ! 
A blush, like the rosy morning, painted his face, 
while smiles of peace and conscious innocence 


seemed to bliss the golden slumber : I gazed for a 


few moments with the same guiltless delight as an 
ethereal being would inspire, and then oftly with- 
drew. 

If he is, as you flatter me, some bright ;nhabi- 
tant of the air, the purity of my passion is very 
agreeable to a lover of that kind ; it is a harmless 
lambent flame that plays about my. heart, and 
gives me no manner of uneasiness; it is such a 


sanctity of affection as neither interrupts nor pro- 
fanes my devotion ; it has something more than 


the tenderness of Friendship, and less than the 


warmth and violence of Passion; and seems, like 


the dictates of guiltless Nature, to soften the fati- 
gue of my new station. 
These refinements, Lady Sophia, will, I fear, be 
a little incredible to you, who are dazzled with 
Volume 5 0 


rer 


the lustre of a Duke's coronet, and have placed 
your affections on mortal charms. 
| I am now come to the serious part of your let- 
ter. I know that religion is the governing prin- 
ciple of your actions; which makes me the more ' 
surprised that you should persuade me to put my- 
self on the hazard of a second trial. Are you sure 
that neither the flattery nor threatenings of my fa- 
ther will prevail with me to renounce the Reform- 
ed religion, and perjure myself, by giving my vows 
to a man my soul detests ? Do you think the sparks 


of yanity and ambition are extinguished in my 


breast? that greatness and pleasure have no charms? 
or that the tender affection I have for my father 
will ever be effaced! Oh! Lady Sophia, if you 
knew the anguish it cost me to break through these 
soft, these powerful engagements, you would not 
persuade me to quit this peaceful retreat, and put 
the event on another trial. _ 

Your care for me seems confined to this world, 
whatever becomes of me in the next. Could you 
meet me again, shining in the drawing-room, or 
sparkling in the ring, it would, perhaps, content 
you, though I never glittered among the stars, nor 


was admitted into the celestial assemblies. If I lost 


the music of the spheres, I suppose your heart 
would be at rest, could I once more hear the trans- 


porting sound of—a zitle, and be restored to my 


lost dignity : and yet the possession of these pri- 
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vileges never put me in an ecstasy; nor can I help 


fancying Rosalinda has as musical a sound as Lady 


Francit: I never found a spell in those right ho- 
nourable syllables for. an aching head or an heavy 
heart: my Ladyship ſinds as great satisfaction in 
ranking a set of Delft dishes on a freestone chim- 
ney - piece as ever I had in disposing my fine China 
on an Indian cabinet. 


A clean Cambric cap, and an Holland gown: 


wrought with natural flowers, are the top of my 


finery; in which I like myself as well, and think 


J look as handsome, as when I was dressed in bro- 


eades and jewels for a birthnight. Indeed, that 


happy. occasion- always gives an alacrity to my 


thoughts, and carried me through the glorious toil 
with pleasure: but I have a mind as easy and in- 
nocent now as when burthened with those costly - 
ornaments; a red cross-knot, a glass necklace, and 

flowers in my bosom, are the only useless part of 
my dress, which is either the gift of Nature, or 
honestly paid for; in which I am a thousand times 
more happy than I should be in borrowed finery 
at the expense of some industrious trader's ruins 


and that of his whole family. 


You find, Lady Sophia, I am very well at ease, 
and enjoy a perfect tranquillity in this humble 
Station : it was a principle truly rational and di- 


vine that induced me to give up all the splendid 
distinctions of my birth, che ease and delicacy to 
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which I had been accustomed, rather than basely 
deny those sacred truths to which my soul religi- 
-ously assented, and whose divine articles some of 
my glorious ancestors have signed with their 
blood. 
Instead of joking back with regret on my past 
. grandeur, the resignation gives me a tatse of celes- 
tial joy; the sons of angels could nowuvothe me 
with softer harmony than what results from the 
secret approbation of my own reason; and while 
all within is peaceful and serene, whether I am in 
2 Amos or n my happiness is secure. 
| RKRosaLINDA. 


LETTER II. 
To Lady Sornra, from the dame. 


Tous advice, dear Lady Sophia, is, without ques- 
tion, well meant; but I dare not follow it : my 
father is so far from relenting, that I have had in- 
telligence, since I came here, that he bas sworn by 
all that is holy, unless I will marry Count Alta- 
mont, and embrace the Romish religion, he will 
settle his whole estate on some e at his 
decease. IT. 
This was what I a as I am- Sure you 
will not persuade me to renounce heaven, and damn 
myself for the sordid purchase of eighty thousand 
pounds; nor would you considerately advise me to 


A 
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hazard a celestial advancement for a gilded coro- 
net, or prefer the flattery of mistaken mortals to the 
approbation of angels: they have been witnesses of 


muy pious vows; and, should I violate my faith, and 


turn apostate to Heaven, those ministers of lighhjt 
would bring in their awful evidence, and stand my 
accusers at the last dreadful tribunal : and can you 


in earnest think it the effect of wisdom and just re- 


flection to dare the menaces of divine Justice ra- 
ther than incur my father's unmerited resentment ? 
Such I must term it; having found his affections 


entirely alienated before I left him : there is full e- 


vidence he was pleased with my flight, and takes 


no thought of making any inquiry about it. 


But Heaven can witness with what reluctance I 
have torn myself from the sight of this unnatural 
parent; what anguish, what pangs of affection, it 
cost me ! This was the most difficult part of my 


conquest. The delicacy and softness to which I 


had been inured, the eclat of birth and quality, re- 
putation and esteem of my friends, I resigned with 
some degree of fortitude ; but here Nature, with 
5pecious arguments, opposed, and had triumphed | 
in my perdition, unassisted by the sacred Oracles 
to them I applied in this perplexity, and received 
aid from the heavenly illuminations; here I found 
it by the eternal Truth determined,“ He that 


loves father or mother more than me is not wor- 
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«thy of me.” -I worshiped, and obeyed the celes- 
tial dictates. 

This was no rash inconsiderate action, but the 
effect of reason and design : after having counted 
the cost, I found the odds to be infinite; the da- 
mage was momentary, the recompense unlimited 
and immense. | | 

- "Tis finish'd-now, che great deciding part; 
The World's subdued, and Heav'n has all my heart. 
Earth's gaudy shows, and pomp of courts, adieu! 
For ever now I turn my eyes from you. 

What can the world, what can the artifice of 
Hell, propose to tempt me to relinquish my choice! 
What could they lay in the balance against the so- 
wereign Good ! what could they offer as an equiva- 
lent to the favour of the infinite Divinity, whose 


smiles enlighten the realms of Joy, and fill the ce- 


lestial inhabitants with unutterable ecstasy ! Ask 
those happy spirits, who know what the light of 
his countenance imports, what should buy one mo- 
ment's interval of their bliss ;—ask some radiant 


cherub, amidst his flaming raptures, at what price 


he values his enjoyment and, when they have 
named the purchaze, Earth and Hell may * to ba- 
lance my glorious expectations. 


Pleasure would court in vain, and Beauty smile, 
Glory in vain my wishes would beguile ; 
The Persecutor's rage I would not fear! 


- . Let Death in ev'ry horrid form appear, 


And with his keenest darts my breast asail ; 
When breath; and ev'ry vital spring, shall ſail 
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This sacred flame on brighter wings shall tise, 
And unextinguish'd reach its native skies. 
A thousand times blessed be that propitious Pow- 
er, who, from the plenitude of bliss, and the high- 
est exaltation of glory, descended to low mortality ; 
and, by his own great example and sufferings, ani» 
mated my breast with this divine fortitude, and 
marked a way to victory and immortal honour. 
How sincerely I have followed the heavenly illu- 
mination my witness is within, and my record on 
high. My father, 1 know, is inexorable, and has 
cut me off from his paternal care, and all the pri- 
vileges of my birth; but while I look forward to 
the bright recompense prepared for suffering virtue, 
this loss sits lightly on my soul. 
But friendship, with a stronger force, detains me; 
here my soul is in suspense. Dear Lady Sophia, 
how shall I speak my last adieu? I feel the pangs 
of separation, an anguish beyond all the emphasis 
of human learning to utter. Adieu we must 
meet no more till the course of Nature is dissolved, 
and the sun has measured his last radiant circle 


| round the skies. | 
RosALINDA. 


SETTER 
| To LauxNnA. 2 
Join with me, dear Laurinda, in thanking Hea- 
ven that I am once more returned to the man- 
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sion- seat of-my . fathers ; for, had I staid much 
longer in London I had certainly left my wits 
there. Would you believe that my serious retired 
temper could find charms ia a multitude, or my 
heart be held captive in the splendid circle of a blue 
garter! that I, who have been used to view the 
stars which glittered over my head in a clear night, 


Should be dazzled with the lustre of an embroider- 


ed one! And yet all this has befallen me. I was, 
the other day, making a visit to Cleomira, when 
the Duke of - 's chariot, with three laced 
footmen behind it, stopped at the door; I was at 
the window, and saw him alight; he is really a 
handsome man, but his charms were extremely 
increased by the pomp which surrounded him 
the respectful awe with which his attendants ap- 
proached him, heightened the majesty of his ap- 
pearance. His legs were formed into the exact- 


est symmetry by the magnificent clocks of his 


stockings; the deference which was paid him at 


his first coming into the room taught me to look 
upon him as something above the race of mortals 


Which I had been used to converse with. When 


1 had time to consider his face, I found it received 
a much greater addition from a fair wig loaded 
with powder than it could have done from artless 
ringlets of the most lovely hair. After he had sat 
a little he asked Cleomira to go with him to his 
house to see a ſine set of hangings which were just 
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come over from the Gobelins; she excused herself, 
as being obliged to stay and entertain me ; but he 
asked me to be of the party; and as soon as Cle. 
omira's coach was ready, we all went together. 
But if I was charmed with the sparkling chariot 
and embroidered coat, I was enchanted with 'the 
house; the lofty roofs, the painted stair-case, and 
gilded wainscoat, struck me with a pleasure I had 


never felt; however, it was an unquiet joy, and 


I longed to be at home: for I thought myself in a 
dangerous situation. As soon as Cleomira had 
set me down at my lodgings, I immediately set a- 
bout packing up- my things; and the very next 
morning, in the height of my ecstacy, left London 
and all its pomp behind me. But how are either 
my eyes or every object altered since I have been 
absent. The house used to appear a handsome 
ancient building, but now I find it only a Gothic 
heap of stone; the ceilings are so low that I am 
afraid of knocking my brains out; and the entry 
$0 narrow, that if I should meet any body I should 
certainly run back again for fear of being squeez- 
ed against the walls in endeavouring to pass. 1 
went to pull down the venerable pictures of my 

ancestors, because they were not painted in Italy : 
the bow-windows terrify me, and must be chang- 
ed into Venetian ones; for there is no bearing 
the light which strikes through so unfashionable a 
piece of architecture. The rosy daughters of the 
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neighbouring squires are become in my eyes awk- 
ward figures, and there is something 80 ungenteel 
and coarse in such an exuberance of health, that 
I cannot bear to look at them. The young men 
of the village appear downright bumpkins ; and I 
cannot perceive any beauty in the cheerful bloom 


of their countenances, or just proportion of their 
shape, through the melancholy disguise of unpow- 
dered locks and plain broad cloth apparel z if they 
talk to me I am amazed how a man has the assu- 
rance to open his mouth any where who has not 
a right to speak in the House of Peers, and can 
never comprehend how any thing worth commu- 
nicating can enter into a head which was never 
circled with a coronet. Sentences which are ut- 
tered by plain Cleon have no force, though perhaps 
the same words would have all the charms of elo- 
quence if pronounced by an earl. 8 
You see I am not very happy at present in the 
society of my old acquaintance; but I hope this 
delicacy will soon wear off, or I shall not be able 
to behave myself patiently among a set of people 
with whom I have formerly spent * happy 
hours. 
Adieu, my dear Laurinda my politeness will 
| not lessen but increase the value I set upon your 
| friendship; since I am sure the beau monde would 
approve me for _ EY Your's, &c. 
LAVINIA, 


11 


© Madam, 
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LETTER - vu 

The vequel of the story of SyLv14, in the third Letter of 

the first part of Letters Moral and Entertaining, 


To BERLIN DA. 


Your suspicions are too just, of the occasion of 
my late sickness. I have waited with great im- 
patience for the satisfaction of disclosing the se- 
erets of my soul to you; but my strength would 
no sooner permit me to give you this proof of my 


obedience to your commands, and the confidence 


I have in your fidelity. 
Why was I formed with these soft inclinations, 


this fatal propensity, to love]! How happy are you 


who, amidst the gayest advantages of youth and 


fortune, can act with such a-graceful regularity, | 


and govern your passions with an absolute com- 
mand, free from those tender emotions which in- 
terrupt the felicity of my life ! 

spent the last winter in the country with my 
father, whose pious instructions, confirmed by his 
own practice, directed me to a refined and immor- 
tal happiness : nor could any invitations from the 
Comtesse de R, nor all my brother's importu- 
nity, prevail with me to quit a retirement where I 
found so much peace and unmolested tranquillity. 


My criminal passion for Monsieur le Comte 


seemed perfectly extinguished, and gave place to 
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A 4 attachment 8 Heaven had all my vows; 
thither, with a divine ambition, my soul aspired : 
this sacred ardour, like incense, mingled with the 
morning fragrance, and cheered the evening shades; 
the whispering brooks and sylvan retreats witnes- 
sed to the heavenly flame; where, in language like 
this, I often addrevzed the * but present, 
Divinity: 

« O thou, whom unseen I love, tell me by what 
« gentle influence thou dost attract my desires. 
cc These eyes have never seen thy lovely face, no 
ce accent of thy voice has reached my ear; and yet 
ce thou art more intimate to my soul than any of 
cc the objects of sense: to thee I tell my inmost 
£ care, and open every grief; while some heaven- 
« ly gale dispels the gloom, and breathes eternal 
« peace and fragrance on my soul. 


e Not bless'd Arabia, when her Spices flow, 

And load the western breezes with their polls, 

« Is half so sweet; nor half 80 sweet the breath 

* Of op'ning roses, when the dewy Morn 

« Renews the garden's pride, while the glad Sun 

«Calls out the blooming life of ev'ry flow'r. 
« My wishes fly beyond the bounds of this 1 
« creation, and terminate in thee, the Spring of 
« fresh and ever blooming joys: it is thee, ab- 
«-gtractly thee, oh, uncreated Beauty, that I love! 
© not as a miser loves his wealth, or the ambitious 
4 his grandeur ; not as the libertine loves his plea- 
eure, or the generous man his friend: these are 


— 
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Bo eimilitudes, and would profane the sacred 
« ardor; but thou canst read the unutterable 
“e thought, and explain the secret meaning of my 
* soul. Search its inmost recesses; and if thou 
« findest any competitor there, remove the dar- 
« ling vanity, and blot my name but thine from 
4 my heart.” | | 

In this elevation, my a_ Belinda, would you 
not think me secure from mortal charms ! Could 
one of your equal temper conceive there was such 
an easy transition from devotion to love, —-mere 
earthly love! Would the most uncharitable per- 
son in the world have said, that from this sublime 
situation I should in a few moments quit the skies, 
and bid the angels farewell! 

But such was the event; my brother coming 
hastily to me into the garden where I was walk- 
ing, told me the Comte de R intended him 
the honour of a visit, and would be with us the next 
morning. He left me immediately, without obser- 
ving the consternation I was in, or giving himself 
any trouble about my panic or vapours. 

I knew not what or where I was; the celestial 
scenes that had just before engaged my contem- 
plation vanished: the heavens were no more; Pa- 
radise, with all its glories, disappeared like a fairy 
vision; my flight was ſinished, and I sunk to low ] 
mortality again. I asked myself if I were asleep 
or awake, in my right senses or out of my * 
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whether I really knew my own name, and was in- 
deed the happy person that, a few minutes be- 
fore, had looked with indifference or contempt on 
all the gay allurements of the world ? In this con- 
fusion I stood as if I had been fixed to the place by 
a spell, till my father sent for me to consult about 
some family affairs, as he had always done since 
my mother's death 
The Comte's visit was wholly intended to my 
brother; they were engaged in the most perfect 
friendship, founded on resembling virtues, and an 
equal abhorrence of every kind of vice. It was a 
full year since I had seen him; it was probable he 
never suspected my folly, nor once imagined the 
cause of my retirement: this yielded me some sa- 
tisfaction, and gave me hopes I should conceal my 
guilty passion. | = 
But I was undeceived the moment the lovely 
youth arrived; an innate grandeur gave a dignity 
to his men; the splendour of virtue brightened 
his aspect; there was something in his whole ke- 
haviour so benign and engaging, that 1 found it 
impossible to resist the soft insinuation; the plea- 
sing delirium entirely possessed me, and I betray- 
ed myself by a thousand 'inadvertencies. Howe- 
ver, I had some pauses of discretion, and started 
with horror at my own injustice; my soul was 
full of anxiety to think how I should bear this in- 
ward struggle for the seven or eight days which the 
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Comte intended to stay, the first of which was not 
yet past. 


The summer was now in its pride; and as soon 


as the evening made walking pleasant, my brother 


conducted his agreeable guest through a variety of 


charming walks to an artificial grotta: the top was 
round and lofty, painted with a beautiful sky, hung 
with a great number of little crystal sconces form- 
ed like stars; in the midst there was placed one 
larger than the rest, shaped like a crescent. The 
sides of this fine cavity were rock- work, adorned 
with branches of coral, mother of- pearl, and a 
great variety of counterfeit gems, sparkling among 
the well imitated clifts of marble : it was paved in 
flowers with a kind of Mosaic work; the seats 
were shaped like little banks, covered with green 
velvet instead of moss. In this inchanting retreat 
a supper was ordered, attended with an exquisite 


concert of voices and instruments; Milton's Morn- 


ing Hymn was sung, and several of the solemnest 
Italian composures. The whole performance was 
noble and pathetic, while the gardens and groves 
around returned a thousand soft melodious echoes. 

The grave music was exactly suited to the 
charming stranger's genius; and yet through the 
whole evening never-did any thing appear so ab- 
stract, so listless, and so inattentive As soon as 
the entertainment was over, and the company 


withdrawn, (except my brother) he begged to be 
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excused from staying a week, as he designed, and 


that he might be suffered to return the next morn- 


ing; which, after some apologies on vet: Sides, 


was agreed. 


I was so ill in the morning that it prevented 
my seeing the Comte, who could not but discover 
the unhappy conquest he had made, and certainly 
left us so suddenly to free me from such a cri- 
minal perplexity, or to stifle the same kindling guilt 
in his own breast. This last was what my bro- 
ther believed, and thought it as glorious an in- 
Stance of virtue and friendship, as it was possible 


for a man in the warmth of youthful passion to 


give. 1 RE * 
Whatever it was, my disorder el till it 
came to a dangerous fever; death was now in 
view; my tender cares and fancied distresses were 
lost in a more important concern; the little amuse- 


ments of the world vanished like dreams; a hover- 
ing mist veiled the face of Nature, and darkened 


all its beauty; nor could any sound of joy cheer 
the sullen hours: I was on the confines of the 
grave, entering the habitations of the dead: this 


prospect had a solemnity in it N whatever I 


conceived in the hours of health. | 


% Think, vain fond heart, when on the step 
« Of that tremendous awful deep, 
“Eternity, in sad 1 I 00d, 


Ira / and Ruud 2 


« How all my rifling hopes and fears, 
_ « My senseless joys, and idle tears, 


« Vanish'd at prospect of the frightful flood 1 


I éstood shivering on the brink, looking forward 
with a dreadfal curiosity: all before me was hid 


in darkness and impenetrable secrecy ; the great 
periment was untried, the region of spirits strange” 
and unknown: it was yet, perhaps, an uncertain- 
ty on which my hopes depended : the grand ques- 
tion whether I should be happy or miserable for 
ever was yet undecided ;. I was startled at a mere 
possibility of being shut out of the starry courts, 
and excluded from the illustrious assembly of 8 75 
Py immortals.. 

Indeed I had no rende of despair; my hw 
and fears were equally balanced;. no allowed or 
unrepented crime pressed my soul: virtue had 
been my early and deliberate choice, the superior 
design and governing spring of all my conduct. I 


hope I had: made some preparation for death, and 


had often meditated on the serious subject; but it 
was in the hours of perfect health and vivacity : I 
had never before groaned on a sick bed; these so- 
lemnities were new, and ininitely more awful than 
I had ever conceived. | 

Death threatened me now at a disadvantage, in- 
x crisis of folly, an unusual disorder of mind; sick- 
ness and pain gave every thing a gloomy aspect, 
and heightened even natural irailties. into the- 
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blackest ouilt ; while the grisly Monarch stood in- 


sulting before me, and drew his sable curtains 


round my bed; but a superior Power rescued me 
from his ravenous jaws, and bid me hve to speak 
my great Deliverer's praise. 

This sickness has given me another set of 
thoughts; my apprehensions of dying are as dif- 
ferent from what they were before as the evidence 
of waking certainties art from the airy illusions of 
a dream: my notions. were ence very gay and ro- 


mantic; I fancied I should take my final leave of 


the world with an exceeding good grace, and bid 
adieu very sedately to all the vanities beneath the 
sun: till it came to a trial, I was for making my 
exit in the full bloom of my youth, and quitting | 
the stage in the most becoming manner. While 
the fatal moment appeared at a distance, I was de- 
lighted with such images of mortality as the au- 
thor of the following verses has described, and 
with great gaiety repeated these lines: 
Indulgent Deatb, prepare thy gentle dart, 
To strike a willing and unguarded heart: | 
Where are thy dreadſul looks, and gloomy train? 
Fantastic mortals all these terrors feign. | 
Thou hast an Angel's smile and heav'nly grace; ? | 


1 find transporting beauties in thy face, 

And yield unforc'd unto thy cold embrace. 

I come a joyful captive to thy arms ; | | 
This moment has for me ten thousand charms z - 
For thee all human things I here reign ; 

My spotless faith, and virgin vox e, are thine, 


Moral und Entertuining. 


Myrtillo's sighs, and Sylvia's tears, in vain 
In these dull regions would my soul retain, 
For bear your fruitless grief; Igo to probe 
Unbounded pleasures and immortal love. 

Oh, let me, unmolested, closs my eyes; 
We'll meet again in yonder bliseful skies! 

Young virgins haste, a flow'ry wreath prepare, 
And dress, with guilt less ornaments, my hair; 
Ado ru me with the Summer's painted POTN 
And lay the veſtments of the dead aside; 

Nor let a pensive look or mournful tear, 

To cloud the lustre of your eyes, appear: 

Each nymph be dress d in robes of spotless light, 
The foldings streaming ſar with silver white; 
Let smile“ on all your lovely faces shine, 

Nor at my glorious destiny repine, 

With decent joy conduct me to the tomb, 

And hang your garlands round my wlitary room. 


This is to expire in heroics, to give up the ghost 
with a poetical decorum, and to be interred à 1 
mode d Arcadia. Such sentiments as these may 
pleasingly amuse the mind in the hours of health 
and serenity; but it requires a strength superior 
to all human fortitude to support the soul in the 
agonies of separation: there the aids of Reason 
and Nature fail: only a power Divine can disperse 
the fatal gloom, and brighiten it into celestial day. 
This long letter is owing to your o curiosity, 


and must be the excuse of, 
Madam, : 
Your! s, Kc. 
N e SrLVias. 


P 2 
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LET PER VI: 


To LTI CIA, giving an account of the death of 
| AMANDA. 


JAM just returned from paying my last ceremony 


to the remains of the late beautiful Amanda; the 


surprising state in which for several weeks the 
corpse lay, the richness of the coffin, or the pomp- 
with which she was interred, could no way dis- 
guise from my thoughts the melancholy circum- 
stances that attended the last scene of her life. I: 
never think of the manner of her death, but a 
thousand terrors rise in my imagination to re- 
proach me for joining with the rest of her flatter- 


ers in concealing lier danger, and soothing her 
with- hopes of recovery, till. death convinced her: 


of the fatal delusion. 

On this subject L hope you will give me leave to 
be serious; my youth, which you so often object 
against the gravity of · my temper, is no argument 
zn this case; the fair Amanda was still younger; 


and yet, after all her bloom and win, I saw 


Her a pale and senseless carcase. 

How lately did this celebrated thing 

Shine in the box, and sparkle in the ring. 

It is true, the mouldering clay, by a.stately mo: 
nument, is distinguished- from vulgar dust; but 
| how poor a consolation is that to an immortal spi- 

ut, fated to endless misery, or unbounded joy. 
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Lou may laugh, and in poor wild wit ridicule 
these solemn reflections, and lampoon me with the 
character of a saint; but, my dear Leticia, this 
mirth would be more unseasonable and ridiculous 
than my morals: however, I am more charitable 
than to accuse you of such Jevity. 

Since you have put me, by your own commands, 
on this melancholy account, I hope it will be for 
your advantage when you come to act the closing 
part of life. c 

J told you, in my last letter, che accidental rea- 
: zon of being in the same house with Amanda, and 
5 her full resolution not to go into the country, how« 
ever necessary it was for her health; no argument 


" | could prevail with her to quit the amusements of 
5 the Town, in which she had always a share, till 
the positive order of her pliysicians confined her 
a” from going abroad. Her distemper was lingering, | 
. but incurable; this, in my hearing, the Doctor 
t owned to her elder sister, in whose family she was: 
5 he told us, that he thought two or three months 


would be the utmost limits of her life; which he 
begged might be concealed, and that we would 
keep her as cheerful as possible: but the natural 
gaiety of her temper prevented that care 3 for her 
business was to get rid of time and leisure. She f 
could not go to the masquerade, but took care to 
let her acquaintance know how welcome their ap- 
Pearance, in every GE disguise, would be in 
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her own apartment; she languished after the de- 
lights of the stage; but to supply that, orders were 
given for some farce or comedy to be read for her 
diversion. Sometimes a game at Picquet passed 
away the tedious moments; she has often kept the 
Cards in her hands till a 8wooning fit interrupted 
the important affair. This, you will think, was 
a pious preparation for the last change! a glo- 
rious manner of concluding the action of human 
life! 

Her beauty was as much her joy and contem- 
Plation as ever; she was exceeding pale; but there, 
was a certain elegance in her features, and some- 
thing so peculiarly charming in her air, that tri- 
umphed over her indisposition; and to give a flush 
to her complexion, she had prevailed with her sis- 
ter to change her window-curtains, which were 
yellow silk, for some of a bright crimson : her 
toilette took up as much of her time as ber strength 
would permit: the adjusting a Feoming and mo- 
dish undress would sometimes $0 exhaust her spi- 
Sits that she was forced to pause, and leave the 


mighty task unfinished. It was but two days be- 
ore she died that she ordered the most fashiona- 


ble dethabille to be sent for from France; as if she 
designed to expire genteely, and appear pave even 
3n the languishments of death. 

Her sister, though many years older, under ay 
Aulluence of the same unhappy education, indulg- 
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ed the vanity- of her inclination. in every punctilio; 


whatever was the consequence, the dying fair must 


be diverted from every thing that was regsonable 
and serious; one would wonder her invention 


could find such a series of impertinencies; mon- 


keys, parrots, buffoons, soft music, and tender 


songs, were always ready to entertain every little 
interval of ease or anne, Poor unttinking pa- 


tient had. 


This to me was the most melancholy, scene in 


the world. I have forced a smile when my heart 
| has been inwardly bleeding with grief and com- 


passion; not a day. past but, with. tears streaming 
from my eyes, J importuned Marina to let her sis- 


ter know her danger, and to send for a neighbour- 


ing clergyman, of great piety, sometimes to pray 
with her, and, at least, to acquaint her she was not 
immortal; that it was possible for her to die as 
well as other people. 

This advice slie rejected as rode as ii J had 
persuaded her to. send for an executioner to dis- 
patch her sister into the next world.“ Then, 
« Madam,” said E, © at least forbear to distract and 


_ © hinder her from every serious reſlection- 


„Serious reflection ! my dear Emilia,” she re- 


plied, where have you learnt, this cant? How 


« long have you practised that saintly air? Look 
& into the glass, and see if you can forbear laugh- 
ing at yourself. Would you have me put on 
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44 that precise look, and murder my sister, by tell- 
« ing her that she has but a month to live? It 
« would infallibly throw her into the agonies of 
4% death; you cannot be so barbarous to give me 
« this advice! You know what effect our pious 
< fraud had of putting St Austin's Medzations into 
« her hands instead of Otway's Plays; the acci- 
* dental opening it at a meditation on death had 
46 almost thrown her into a convulsion. But this,” 
continued she, “ is the effect of your strange no- 
« tions; you represent the supreme being in such 
4. 2 gloomy view, that it makes you perfectly su- 
ac perstitious. My thoughts, I confess, are more 
80 lightsome and free; I believe the mercies of 
« Heaven unbounded, and that there is nothing 
< in these little gaieties offensive to God, or in- 
ce jurious to man: nor, indeed, is a future state of 
4 punishment any part of my Creed. I make no 
ec question but my sister will be insensible or hap- 
4 py whenever she dies, and it shall be my business 
c to make her so the short space she has to live, 
« which may be a month or two longer, by the 
« Doctor's conjectures the last visit he made. 
Come,“ added she, you must go with me, and 
* endeavour to divert her; but pray put off that 
„ ganctiñed aspeet, and try to look a little more like 
an inhabitant of this world.” 

I could not refuse attending her to Almanda's 
apartment, whom we found in a musing melancho- 


\ 
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ly posturez which to divert Marina told her, she 
looked exceeding well, and nothing could be more 
genteel than the deshabille in which she appeared; 
this a little brightened the chagrin on her visage, 
and made her something attentive to the pranks 
of a new monkey which her page had just intro- 
duced to divert his fair mistress; who, in the 
midst of the recreation, was seized with a fainting 
fit, sunk back in an easy chair, and after a few 
hours convulsive pangs gave up the ghost. 5 
L have been so particulat in this account, in 
hopes it will have a lasting influence on your con- 
duct; and by being faithful to my living friend 1 
may, if possible, attone for my insincerity to the 
dead. I have a thousand and a thousand times 
reproached myself for not letting Amanda plainly 
know her danger, leaving the event to Heaven. 
I am convinced it was my duty, in spite of all the 
false rules by which the friendship of tliis world 
is guided, 

These two sisters had the wisfortune, i in their 
| 1 years, to lose their mother, and were left to 
the conduct of a father who made it his pride to 
think and live freely; he looked on all religion as 
a State Policy, and put the Biblæ and Alcoran on a 
level. With these principles he perverted his 
daughters' minds; and, except observing the strict- 
est forms of honour and reputation, they were go- 
verned by no rule but their caprice and the fashions 


— 
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of the age. Thus they saw their father live, and 
thus they saw him die, entirely negligent and 
thoughtless of any thing beyond the period of hu- 
man life. Instead of prayers and pious medita- 
tions, one of his libertine companions read Dry- 
den's translation of Zucretiur to him in his last 
hours; while fearless and insensible he met death 
and all its suceeeding horrors. 

Amanda's death has made a deep impression on 
my thoughts; E have bid the modish world adieu, 
and am now retired to. my. brother's country-seat. 
You may call it the spleen, but I hope it is the eſ- 
Feet of just reasoning, that F have never read In? 
thing since I came hither but books of devotion. 
Mr Law's excellent treatise of Christian Perfection 
has been instructive to me; the character of Mi- 
randa has raised a noble emulation in my mind, 
though I despair of reaching that perfection. 

If youmake me a visit, you will not find me ens» 
gaged in cards at one. and- thirty, nor telling riddles, 
or drawing Valentines, with my country neigh» 
bours; but musing by the side of a gentle cascade, 
or sitting in some flagrant bower, listening to the 
songs of heaven in Dr Watt's pious numbers: 


« Hark how beyond the narrow bounds | 
Of Time and Space they run, 
And speak in most majestic N 
Ibe Godhead of the Son: 
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0 How on the Father's breast he lay, 
„ The darling of his soul, | 
« Infinite years before the day 
Or heav'ns began to roll. 
« And now they sink their lofty tone, 
« And milder notes they play; 
„ And bring th' eternal Godhead down... 
To dwell in humble clay.” 
15 this long letter should give you the ee 1 
hope it will he your advantage; W but ow 
1s wy 1 of, 


Your most humble servant, 


LETTER VII. 
The answer to EmiLtA, | 


Your letter, hope, will be a restraint on the great 
levity of my temper. The account of Amanda's 
death will leave me without excuse, if I should car- 
ry my vanity 80 far as to act the last part of life 
with so little propriety. I cannot, without the 
warmest gratitude tb heaven, reflect on the advan- 
ages of a different education and principles, which 
I hope will never be effaced from my soul. 

But, my dear Emilia, I shall never be so good as 
| you would have me, nor as I eincerely desirg to be. 
1 have yet some tender engagements to break he- 
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fore I bid adieu to the world, and rank myself in 
the number of departed spirits. I cannot on a sud- 
den contract such intimacies with invisible beings 
as to abandon all my material acquaintance, I 
despair of following you and Miranda, who, if you 
were Roman Catholics, are in a fair way of being 
canonized, (as many a miserable sinner has been 
before you). Of whatever religion I am, it is cer- 


tain I shall never be numbered in the same class 


with St Winifrid. 

Lou love poetry, and it is a — to me to 
oblige you with any thing writ on a subject so a- 
greeable to your taste as these verses inscribed to 
„a person of strict piety, though she 
does not turn recluse and live in a grotto, but con- 
verses freely with the polite world, and keeps an 
unblemished character in it. I will leave you now 
to your shady retreats and murmuring brooks. 


Inscribed to Mrs M. : 


Ye groves, and flow'ry vales, in you we find 
The first unblemish'd joys-for man design'd ; 
Your charming scenes th' attentive mind supply 
With pleasure in its nice variety: 
Nature does here her virgin «miles afford, 
And shows us Paradise again resor'd ; 
Our souls their former harmony acquire, 
And vexing Care and conscious Guilt re:ire, 
Propitious Solitude! thou kind retreat 
From all the vain amutements of the great ! el 
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In thee alone, without disgust, we prove 

The endless sweets of Innocence and Love. 

Beauty and. Wit may find a refuge here, 

Unenvy'd ev'n Belinda might appear: 

Each nymph would yield the uncontested prize, 

And ev'ry swain pay homage to-her eyes. 

Flourish, ye gentle Shades, and rural Seats, 

Let endless verdure deck your soft retreats; 

Feace dwell upon your banks, ye silver Streams,. 

The Muses' chaste delights and constant themes! 

For ever you the Poet's breast inspire, | 

With sprightly joys, and wake the golden lyre. 

| Retir'd in fragrant bow'rs,. the Hebrew King 

For Pharoh's daughter touch'd the tuneful string; 

The fair Egyptian's charms his soul possess d, 

And fill'd with sacred ecstasies-his breast; 

Celestial numbers melted from his tongue, 

In human figures truths divine were sung, 

While Lebanon's high cedars lent an ear. 

And Siloe rose above its banks to hear; 

Hermon and Carmel kept the pleasing lay, 

And Sharon's painted vale appear'd more gay. 
What power, enchanting. Solitude, is thine !* 

That men for.thee the dearest ties resign 3; 

For thee the Monarch lays his crown aside, 

And the young lover quits his weeping bride :- 

The Hero gives the chace of honour o'er, _ 
And fame and glorious conquest tempt no more: 

The softer sex, with fearless piety, - 

To woods and savage wilds have follow'd thee. 

Fair Magdalen the flatt'ring World dechn'd, 

And to a narrow cave her charms confin'd, 

In Herod's wanton court admir'd she shone, 

And all the tempting paths of Vice had known;z. 

Io her's the beauties of the Hebrew race, 


Rachael and Tamar's boas:ed fame, gave place: 
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Love triumph'd in her voice, her looks, and mien. 
And love in all her fatal form was scen; h 
A thousand youthful hearts her pow'r obey'd, 
And homage to her soft dominion paid: 
But thus, in Nature's gayest bloom nnn 
A penitent she gloriously retir'd: 
Her costly ornaments are laid azide, 
With all the vain address of female pride: 
Her hair neglected, o' er her bosom flow'd, 
And charms beyond the reach of Art bestow'd; 
A mourning robe she wore, a pensive grace, 
And soft Remorse sat on her lovely face; 
A vaulted rock for her retreat she chose; 
Among the clifts a murm'ring fe untain rose; 
Here Contemplation, Pray'r, and lofty Praise, 
In solemn order, measur'd out her days; | 
To Heav'n her vows with early ardour fled, © * 
Before the Sun his morning glories spread ; | 
When from his height he pour'd down golden streams, 
Her wing'd devotion met his noon day beams; 
*Till in the West with fainter light he shone, 
Untir'd, the beavenly votary went on. 
The Moon serene in midnight splendour sat, 
With countless Stars attending oa her state; 
The cares and noisy bus'ness of the day, 
In test, and zoothing dreams, dissolv'd away; 
The drowsy waters crept along the shore, 
And shepherds pin'd upon the banks no more: 
The trees their whispers ceas'd, the gentle gale 
No longer danc'd along the dewy vale; Oe 
The peaceful Echoes, undisturb'd with sound, 
Lay slumb'ring in the cavern'd hills around 
Faction and Care, and midnight Riot slept, 
But still che lovely Saint her holy vigils kept. 


If you could but find such a convenient habita- 
tion as this, it -would be to your heart's content ; 5 


Moral and Entertain ing. 239% 


for my part, I shall never hide my virtue in obscu- 

rity; it shall not be my fault if the World is not 
instructed by my example. But to be serious, I 

very believe we have both the same important in- 

terests in view, though we are so different in our 
tempers; we never meet but it pute in mind of 
the two weeping and laughing philosophers. The 
very same cause has often had the opposite effect 
on our dispositions; but in spite of this seeming 

contradiction, that sacred amity by which we are 


united shall never be violated by, 
Madam, 
Your obedient humble servant, 
. 0 FAriciz. 
Fo *Y  — 
Ef LETTER. VIII. 


To Lzvicta, in answer to the ore going letter. 

IF you have heard of my brother's death you can 
be no stranger to the excess of my grief. The 
poem you sent came very seasonably ; in the Fat 
Penitent J found a plan of life suited to my melan- 
choly temper, which has ſound more relief by a 
sort of visionary consolation, than from all the ef- 
forts of reason. You have often thought, fit to 
divert me with your sleeping as well as waking re- 
veries, and | know I cannot oblige you more than 
by relating this uncommon dreams 
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Whether it was the excursion of Fancy, or whe. 
ther the scene was disposed by an angel, I cannot 
determine; but as 1 was sitting in a 8ummer-houze, 
my usual retreat in an afternoon, reading Milton's 
elegy on Lycidas, a downy slumber closed my eyes, 
and sunk my sorrows in the pleasing oblivion. 

I found myself in a place gay as the Poet's de- 
scription of the Cyprian groves z. beneath an in- 
viting shade I rested on a bank of. violets, and with- 
out surprise saw my brother, in a glittering habit, 
and beautiful beyond the race of men, approach- 

ing; he seated himself by me, and. wich a smile of 
celestial charity thus began: 

t is with the highest satisfaction, my dear Sis- 
tt ter, I come to give you a relation that will ani- 
mate your virtue.” As you assisted mine in 2 
estate of mortal imperfection, you know I had 
« come. intervals of doubt, and Nature shrunk at 
t the entrance of the gloomy valley; the darkness 
* was untried and impenetrable; but how great 
as my surprise when I found this momentary 
night succeeded by an eternal noon | While my 

guardian angel, with an aspect of ineffable sweet⸗ 
ness, bid me follow him. 

py obeyed : in an instant the earth was lost to 
* my view; the sun diminished to a star; innu- 
E merable worlds were passed with a speed swifter 
chan a. morning Ek the gates of Heaven now 


* 


« were disclosed no language on earth can de- 
« ed without limits here to have been exerted ; 


ce borders, where the fountains of Life pour out 
« their streams. Passing from one scene of won- 


4 pressed forward to the saered throne. 


« The Supreme Benignity at once beamed forth 
« on me: lost in ecstasy, I fell. prostrate before 


«© my Sovereign, when, with accents that breathed 


. immortal joy and harmony, he bid me rise to 
- « perfect purity and bliss. , . 

2 A starry Tiara was placed on my head, and 
d « a golden lute in my hand; I mingled with the 
at « grand assembly, the thousand times ten thou- 
38 sand, ransomed from every language and tribe 
at 4 on earth: with them I joined my grateful tribute 
ry © to the great Benefactor of mankind, whose suf- 
ny « ferings and death hath given me acceptance, 


victory, and life. I rejoiced in God my Saviour; 
«1 triumphed in the height of his exaltation; in- 


to « finite Majesty, softened by equal love, appeared 

u- © in his form, the brightness of the Divinity, the 

ter er joy of heaven, the theme of every celestial song. 
Joy 

ow 


« 1 have made this impression on your sleeping 


Nan 6G .* 
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« appeared, alli; at the angel's command, rolled 
« back on their golden hinges; but what glories 


4 cribe ! Omnipotence and infinite Wisdom seem- 


« through enchanting groves I traced the delicious 


« ders to another, ardent to pay my homage, [ | ; 


te imagination, being permitted to give you no 
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ce other account of my happiness. Be not impa- 
ce tient of the afflictions of life; the whole of your 
« mortal duration is but a moment to the future 
< recompense ; if you live to the honour of your 
« Maker, and the advantage of your companions 
« on earth, it will for ever heighten the transports 
ct of your joy in the realms of Light.” 

Here with soft melody the pleasing scene vanish- 
ed. I waked at the imaginary music, and found 
it had left a calm and sedate composure in my soul; 
like a beam from Heaven it dispersed the gloom, 
and opened a serene and lightsome prospect be- 


fore me. 
W dreary Wamnes, adieu? 
Reason, Religion, now I follow you. 
Enough to Nature and the Grave are paid: 
Behold, the fair celestial scene's displayed. 

It appeared too regular for a natural excursion 
of Fancy; but I shall leave that undetermined. 
Amidst all your gaieties you are as guiltless of in- 
credulity as 

| | Your humble servant, 
EMILIA, 

LETTER Fo 
The ansawer to EL. 14. | 
\ 
1 axe not i ourpriocd that such a shining vision as 
you have described, has allayed your grief, and re- 
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stored the tranquility of your mind; butT am a- 
fraid you are not yet gay enough to excuse the 
vivacity of my teniper, or suffer me to laugh. It 
is without your consent if I am happy, and very 
much pleased, with any of the transitory vanities 
of this world; which, I must own, have some pre- 
wailing charms for me, from whose soft captivity I 
cannot yet get free. 

I was last night at a play, in which there was 
the part of a Princess well acted, and the senti- 
ments belonging to the character were just and 
noble; yet I was not half so well pleased as I had 
_ "often been before with the same representation. 1 
soon found the reason of my dissatisfaction, and 
the difference between imitated and real greatness. 
The Princess Royal was at the play, and just in 
my view: all that elegance and dignity of thought 
the Poet had described brightened in her aspect; 
every virtue was there conspicuous; the gentle, 
the engaging smile was beyond the reach of num- 
bers: a thousand nameless graces discovered the 
innate perfections of her mind, and gave the charm- 
ing Princess a distinction peculiar to conscious me- 
rit, and beyond all imitation. 

I intend you a visit before the Spring (chat fair- 
est season of the year) is past. I am willing to see 
you once more in this world; for I am not sure 
we shall meet in the next, though | sincerely desire 
it. Nothing will more contribute to my lnppuacee | 
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than your conversation; I catch some emanation 
of your virtue, and am inspired with new convic- 
tions of the vanity of the world; my reason gains 
ground, and my passions subside. I may venture 
to look grave in your company, but in my present 
modish way of life I dare not so much as put on 
an air of thought and reflection, nor seem to have 
any thing in the earth to do but to amuse myself 
and the volatile Beings I converse with. You see, 
if I was wiser than I really am, I should take pains 


to conceal it, rather than be singular and unfashion- 
able. 5 


have sent the verses I promised to procure for 


. | d 
- On BEAUTY. | 


Victorious Beauty ! by what potent charm 
Dost thou the soul of all its farce disarm ! 
We bliss our chains, abhor our liberty, 
And yield the uncontested prize to thee. 
Whether we raſh or calm designs pursue, 
Thine is the glorious motive still in view 2 
For thee we search the wide creation round, 
But thou art no where in perfection found; 
Some blemish still remains on mortal pride, 
And crowding years to airy boasts deride. 
Triumphant Beauty sits in Flavia's eyes; 
But while we gaze the trembling tustre dies. 
Bellair's completely form'd with ev'ry grace, 
A faultless shape, and an enchanting face ; 
In all his motions, each becoming air, 
Greatness and native elegance appear: 
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Careless and free, in Life's deluding bloom, 
While envious Death threatens a hasty doom, 
Some gentle mistress, ſull of love and truth, 
Shall soon lament the dear unrival'd youth. 
Thou lovely fleeting, transitory thing, 


From what immense Perfection dost thou spring! 


To what complete Original return, 
While we thy short appearance vainly mourn ! 
Howe'er our doating thoughts mistake the way 
To certain bliss, thine is a friendly ray 
That points the passage to unclouded day. 

Ye heav'nly Forms, in all your pomp appear, 
And show us what immortal Beauties are, 


What life, what fosy bloom, your faces wear! 
Put on each smiling grace, and conqu'ring charm, 


And all the force of mortal Love di-arm : 


For still our restless thoughts take glorious aims, 


Howe'er seduc'd by these inferior flames; 
The leading passion, the supreme desire, 
To things divine and infinite aspire. 

Eternal Excellence ! tis only thee 
We search through Nature's bright variety! 
Our cager wishes, with impetuous force, | 
To thee, unknown, direct their endless course: 
'Tis thee we seek and love, for thee we pine; 


The powerful charm, the soft attraction's thine z | 


To thee these sighs, these tender vows, ascend, 
Th” unseen Divinity we still attend? 
Sick of these fading toys, our thoughts press on 
To joys untasted, excellence unknown. 

Thou Great Original of all that's fair, 
Whose glories no similitude can bear, 
Before the darting splendour of thy eyes 
The pride of all created beauty dies? 


This, I hope, is the latent sense of my soul in all 


Q 3 


; 


- 
— — Aunty > — —_—_ 

— — — < — 
— = - 2 3 — ů ů ů ———— — : — — 

as * — * —— 
2 ode 1 . bs 

mo - — 
o 


_ - EE nr EST A ˙ ere ern OOO AGO err I 
— — — RI — fer Ho Ie =. OST ITrTT ASST) 
8 — > = Su 2 Sy 


——— — —L—Vꝛ 
.- , 


lieve I am Sincerely _ 


being in my absence deceased. 


some time at home I proposed several good match- 
es for wth every one of which she obstinately re- 
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its motions, though I am not yet so wise as you 
would have me, nor as I intend to be; but in what. 
ever character you put me, do me the j justice to be- 


Your's, &c. , 

| - Levi. 

LETTER X. 
| 
From Lysanpes, giving a relation of the tragical nd 
of his Valet de Chambre. 

My Lord, 
Your commands chall be 3 W 3 
ever reluetance I find to enter on this relation, of 
which you have been $0 imperfectly informed. 

The young Valet de Chambre, whose story you 
inquire after, was the same I brought out of France, 
whom you took some notice of when I met your 
Lordship in my return to England; where I was 
received again into my mother's family, my father 


I had a young sister about fifteen, of 3 
was always exceeding fond, and now thought it my 
part to 82e her as advantageously married as her 
birth and fortune required. Aſter 1 had spent 


fused. 
T tis gave me some —— of my Valet, ho 


appeared to be a handsome youth about eighteen: 
he had a charming voice, and sung to a lute, which 


he touched with surprising skill and sweetness My 


sister loved music, and he was always ambitious of 
entertaining her. There was no difficulty to disco- 
ver her inclinations; Truth and Nature appear- 
ed in all her actions ; but Palanty's conduct was 
past my penetration: however, I resolved to part 
with him to prevent my sister's infamy. As dis- 
solute and abandoned as my own manners had 
been, I had the nicest sense of what would touch 


| her reputation. With a restless mind I was | one 
day walking in my garden, and, turning with 


some ptecipitation down a shady alley, I surprised 


Palanty reading a paper; which suddenly snatch- 


ing from him, convinced me of my sister's folly. 


I tovk the opportunity immediately to dismiss 


him; and seeing me resolved, he fell on his knees, 
entreating me not to expose a stranger in a foreign 
country z confessing the whole truth, that she was 
an unhappy woman, the Cardinal of B-——% niece, 
who, governed by the dictates of her affection, had 
followed me in that disguise. 


This she told me with a face 3 u 


rosy blush, or the least appearance of that modest 
disorder so natural and becoming her sex. My 
confusion was much greater than her's; and yet 
one would not think me over-bashful nor extreme- 
ly scrupulous with * to my character. Her 


* 
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impudence made me almost suspect the truth of 
what she had told me; but I was not in an inqui- 
sitive humour, and cared not what she was, if I 
had never been embarrassed with her. I had seen 
her face too often to find any charm of novelty in 
it; the passion she pretended for me was a myste- 
ry, when I remembered she had been without con- 
straint a witness, as well as pimp, to many of my 
criminal amours. 

However, as I was now without any anxiety for 
my sister, this artful woman, by her importunities, 
prevailed on my easy temper to let her stay in the 
family till she could find some other settlement. 
She staid; and in some moment of darkness se- 
duced me to her ruin and my own infamy. She 


was with child; I got lodgings for her, and, pre- 


tending some disgust, dismissed her as a valet ; my 
mother and sister being entirely ignorant of the dis- 
guise of her sex. 

In the mean time, my mother, who took the 
chagrin of my temper for a reformation of man- 
ners, was Yery solicitous with me to conclude a 
marriage she had proposed to a young woman of 
great merit, and a very agreeable person. I pur- 


sued the affair but coldly, and in mere complai- 
sance to a most indulgent parent; till, by frequent 
conversation with this charming woman, she en- 


gaged me by all the ties of reason and virtuous love. 
The modesty of her behaviour, joined to the most 
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g sincere and obliging temper in the world, secured 

; her empire; her wit was sparkling and inoffensive; 

. deceit and malice were strangers to her breast; a 

, thousand nameless beauties appeared in all her con- 

| duct. Till now I never knew the force of love, 

| nor any of the refined sentiments that noble pas- 

| sion inspired. In what guiltless joys did the hours 

| pass that I spent with my loved Cimene ! 

But what tongue can express the anguish I felt 

from my criminal affair with Palanty! I was for- 

| ced to visit her for fear she should divulge the se- 

cret in revenge, and ruin me with the charming 

| Cimene. You are a stranger, my Lord, to these 

| vexations 3 your whole conduct has been govern- 

| ed by the rules of honour and reason. Oh, may 

I my worst enemy never know the curse of an en- 
gagement with a lewd, imperious woman! Fear 
kept me a slave to her caprice, and forced me to 
endure all the insolence of rage and language she 
had practised in her masculine habit among her 

| inferiors; nor durst I offer to controul her expen- 
sive vanity, being willing to soften her till she was 
past the dangerous state she was now in. 

| But no consideration could make me delay my 

intended marriage, let the event be what it would; 
the day was set that Heaven, in Cimene, gave me 
the greatest blessing of my life. The news was 
soon spread, and reached Palanty's ears; who prb- 
cured a deadly sleeping draught, and, unsuspected 


* 


„„ nens 
by those about her, desperately swallowed it, and 


slept her last; leaving a paper on her toilette with 

an account who she was, and her adventure with 

me. e 

his aceident was soon told to my mother, who 
was lost in sorrow, till J assured her Palanty had 
imposed on my ignorance by her habit, until a few 


months before I dismissed her; and that, by her 


artifice, and not my own inclination, I had been 
insnared into this misfortune... As much a rake 
as I had been, I could not but have a seeret aver. 
sion to a woman of that dissolute character But 
the infamy of this tragical event has justly fallen on 
me, since in all my other intrigues I had been the 
geducer, and too often triumphed i in the spoils of 
unguarded innocence. 
The lovely Cimene, to whom I had been but 
two days married, instead of betraying any female 
weakness, with peace in her looks, and persuasion 


in her tongue, endeavoured to compose rhe grief 


and distraction with which she found this infamous 
event had filled my thoughts. In her calm and 
unruffled temper 1 saw the privilege of a spotles 
life, and a mind unclouded-with guilt, free from 


uneasy reflections on what was past, or restless exe | 


pectation of what was to come. 
This was just the reverse of my condition: the 
unhappy end of this miserable woman, the double 


murder of herself and unborn infant, the share! 


kad in her misfortunes, has brought my former 
crimes-in. their blackest shape to my remembrance 2. 


'Tis conscious guilt ;- the emphasis of hell 
Were all but fables else, the priesthood tell. 


Like furies the ghosts of my past sins start up 8 


and terrify my restless imagination; my debauches, 
quarrels, licentious amours, pass in a confused 
succession before me; this is what Secretly blasts 
my joys, when to-the world they ber in their 
full bloom. 

It is not a month since my softest wishes were 
crowned in the possession of the charming Cimene ʒ 


I am yet surrounded with the congratulations of 


my friends on the happy occasion; every other cir- 
cumstance of life seems to conspire to my satisfac- 
tion. You will ask me, my Lord, why IL am not 
easy and thankful in this circle of earthly enjoy- 
ments? what is the hindrance ? where is hg ob- 
ade 8 ? 

It is guilt | it is conscious guilt! What was the 
matter with the first bold mee ? why did 
he run to the thickets to cover him? why shelter 
himself among the trees of Eden? what could make 
him fly that gracious presence at which innocent 
nature smiled, the new creation bloomed afresh, 
and the morning stars rejoiced ? why is he fearful 
in the cool of the evening, who at the dawning of 


the same day knew no such passion? what has 


made this sudden alteration * Some mighty change 
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must be within, for all without is the same. Ts he 


not in Paradise, surrounded with all the pleasure: 


of sense? The warbling music of the groves delight 
his ear; to charm his sight the gay creation unfolds 
Its various beauties; the flowers breathe ambro- 
sial fragrance to cheer him; the balmy air is yet 
unruffled by tempests, the sun shines in its origi- 
nal splendour, and Nature stands dressed in all her 
primæval perfection! The man is an exact tem. 
perament formed for immortality, and just warm 
from his great Creator's hands, from whom, with 
wild amazement, now he flies, and seeks the covert 
of the woods for shelter. ; 

This was all the effect of guilt, that secret 
wound that bleeds within! You will excuse my 
dwelling so long on this melancholy theme, when 
I tell you it is some relief to that anguish which 
is a secret to all the world but your Lordship. I 
am well acquainted with your compassion and fi- 
delity, and am going to make a farther trial of 
them, by a relation which will surprise you. I will 
not exact your belief, nor enter into the reason 
and philosophy of it; nor will I presume to con- 
tradict it should you tell me I am distracted; that 
all I am going to discover is the effect of frenzy. 
As it was but a momentary appearance, I will as- 
sert nothing: but as I was indulging my melan- 
choly temper in the retreat of a summer-house, 


sitting very late, in a pensive posture, leaning on 
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2 table, a pale sulphureous gleam of light appear- 
ed, and seemed to hover round a form resembling 
Palanty's; who, with a rueful aspect, dressed in 
the habiliments of the dead, stood before me, and, 


with an air of unutterable anguish, laid this letter 


on the table by me, and immediately vanished. 
I should think this no more than a dream if the 


paper had not been real. The dreadful contents 


are as follow: 
. 


To Ly sANnD ER: 


« Tay now convinced, by a terrible demonstr ation, 


« of those truths I once denied; to my cost 1 


«© find that Hell is no poetic fiction, no enthusia- 


« stic dream, nor pious fable of some mercenary 


« priest. This was the language of my impiety 
« when I followed you in an impudent disguise ; 


e and, to support my masculine character, acted _ 


© the Athiest, by ridiculing all that was sacred, 


ce till I was given up of Heaven to the strongest 


« deluszon, and the most daring infidelity. 


Thus abandoned, I swallowed the deadly po- 
tion, with a full presumption of mingling with 
e my native dust, and being insensible for ever. 


But the instant Death had closed my eyes, and 
laid his icy hand on my heart, a scene altoge- 
e ther new and surprising opened before me; the 


just unembodied soul, in the height of astonish- 
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ment, would fain have shrunk back again into 


its late warm habitation, from whence 1 had 
violently forced it; the attempt was vain; the 


found myself the derision of those malignant sþi- 
rits who had been my seducers to this unnatut- 
* al fact. 


ce 
cc 
e avenues of mortal life were for ever shut, and! 
cr 
cc 


« What execrations did J not utter against my. 


ec self and them! I had indulged the rage, and 
* practised the language, of Hell, in my mortal 
« state; but here all was fruitless and unfeared; 
« I was the captive of those infernal ministers, 
„ who waited to conduct me to the frontiers of e- 
& ternal Night. I cast my eyes to the heavenly lu- 
e minaries, and the full blazing sun, whose light! 
« was to lose for ever; I bid adieu to the fair cre- 
«© ation, Whose almighty Former I had denied; ! 
& cast my eyes to the sparkling gates of Bliss, and 
„ with infinite anguish found them shut against 


ç me; and, hurried far through chaos and primz- 


ce val darkness, (far from the limits of celestial day) 
« I reached my destined habitation; a dismal re- 
« gion, waste and wide, of which no mortal can 
« form a conception, nor find a name for half its 
„ terrors. 

« Oh! fly the paths that lead to 1 mournful 
cc abodes. As I have been, in my mortal state, the 
“ instrument of Hell to entice you to sin, your pet- 
« dition would vastly aggravate my own mizeryj 


cl 


and Lam suffered to warn you, as the rich Liber- 
de tine in the Gospel would have warned his bre- 


« thren, that you come not to this place of torment. 
« | must no farther reveal the secrets of the deep, 

« but am commanded back to the seats of impene- 
« trable night and endless despair! 
ny PaLanTy.” 


That this letter was left on the table, writ in a 


character exactly like Palanty's, is fact: whether 


the rest was real or imaginary I dare not decide. 
. Tour . 85 &c. 
11845 | LYSANDER, 


LETTER XI. 


Letter the ſecond, To my Lord —, rom Ly SANDER. 


My Lord, i 
You are entirely at your liberty to reject the rela- 


tion I sent you. I never intended to make your 
belief in ghosts and apparitions a test of your Chris- 


tianity; that stands on a more sure foundation, and 


has all the evidence of reason and miracles to sup- 


port it. I am an instance of its divine power, by 


which I am transformed from the brutal to the hu- 
man nature: I can now glory in that privilege 1 
lately despised, and, without vanity, claim the dig- 


nity of a reasonable creature. 


My penitence was sincese, and found acceptance 
from Heaven: the sacred illumination scattered the 
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pers, the Eternal Spirit breathed pardon, peace, and 


erful influence, the flames of celestial love were 


with ww beams would meet them, without emo- 


tention; the creation wears new beauties z where - 
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gloom of guilt and despair, while, in gentle whis. 


heavenly benedictions, to my soul. I felt the pow. 


kindled, my fears vanished like clouds before the 
morning sun. 

« All hail,” I cried, “ ye unknown Delights, ye 
& unexperienced Pleasures! compared to you what 
« are my past enjoyments ! what are all the amuge- 
© ments of sense! I never lived till now; I knew 
* no more than the name, the shadow, of happi- 
* ness; but now I wake to yy and taste the joys 
&« of angels.“ 

I hope, my Lonk, you will not think * the 
flights of Imagination. You that have always be- 
lieved the articles of religion, and kept its bright 
rewatds in view, can reflect on such subjects more 
calmly; but to me these glorious truths are all no- 
velty and surprise. If a wretch from his infancy 
had been kept in a gloomy dungeon, and just de- 
livered from that dark confinement, with what tran- 
sports would he salute the great luminaries of hea- 
ven, while one that from his birth had been blessed 


tion * 
These important subjects engage my whole at- 


ever I cast my eyes I meet impressions of the Di- 
vinity ; I trace his footsteps among the silver rills 


«Ks 


1 
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e and invoke him in the silent grove. You know my 
poetic humour by too many loose composures ; but 
. my muse is now consecrated, and in some sylvan 
r retreat often assists my evening devotion 

le Permit me, my Lord, to repeat my last invoca- 

tion to the heavenly Power. 

e Descend, celestial Spirit, from above, 

it The uncreated source of Light and Love! 

» Perpetual calms, and sweet security, | 
a Concord, and graceful Order, wait on thee : | 

Decay and Death thy quick'ning rays exclude, 

A And springing Nature smiles, by thee renew'd, 
8 Darkness, and wild confusion, soon retire 

Before thy clear illuminating fire: 

i To gentle thoughts thou dost our bosoms move, 

; And breath'st the soft melodious soul of Love. 
* O Thou ! who mad'st the new creation bloom 
ht With active life, and quick'ning virtue, come! 
re Come, like the silent fall of ev'ning dews, 
Ap Whose moisture all the flow'ry ficld renews; 
Breathe on me, like the sweet Sabean gale, 
2 That fans with rosy wings the verdant dale; 
le- Smooth as the gliding music, that controuls 
n- Each human care, and Steals upon our souls: 
2. In triumph with the heav my train descend 
ol Of Loves and Graces, which on thee attend! 
N In silent shades, by some clear fountain's fall, 


Thou oft hast ans wer'd to a mortal's fall, 
Oft in some artless cave, or humble cell, 


at« Thou with the sons of men hast deign'd to dwell, 
re- And left behind the high celestial seats, 
01 To visit mortals in their low retreats, 


When holy vows thy kind descent invite, 
Thou hear'st the 3 Whispers with delight; 
Velume 1 R 
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While Nature tir'd, her midnight sabbath keeps, 
And ev'ry thought, but pure Devotion, sleeps : 

The smiling Stars roll on, the dazzling Moon 
In pomp advances to her silent noon ; 

While thy sweet voice, soft as the midnight air, 

Dispels the gloom of ev'ry earthly care, 

Unfolding boundless prospects of delight 

Before the piercing intellectual sight. 
Beneath the sacred mount, by thee inspir'd, 

The Hebrews' glorious Leader sat retir'd ; 

The new made world, and Eden's blooming pride, 

In various scenes before him lay describ'd. 

O princely Swain, how didst thou then despise 
Th' Egyptian court, how worthless in thy eyes! 
What were the grandeurs of a royal fate 
To the distinctions of thy present state! 

While Paradise, in all its charming views, 
For thee the great creating Voice renews: 
For thee again the morning Stars rejoice ; 
Again for thee they raise the tuneful voice; 
The sons of God touch the melodious lyre, 
And all the wide creation join the choir. 

Lead me, Propitious Spitit, lead me far, 

Where I no more the voice of man may hear; 
You charming Visions, how you fire my soul, 
And ev'ry thought of earthly things controul ! 
Through what enchanting paths, what flow'ry ways, 
My fancy led, with boundless freedom strays! 
Reveal'd the avenues of Pleasure ly, a 
And open wide the crystal poftals fly; 
Immortal Beauty smiles, angelic pow'rs, 
In soft responses, sing from rosy bow'rs. 


Lou will not blame me, being got here, if! "mn 


* 


no inclination to descend. But mortality ill pre- 


ve 
re- 
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vail; I ink to my native element again; where, as 
long as IJ am confined, believe me to be 


Tour Lordship's 
Most obliged humble servant, 
|  Lys4nDER« 
— 


"'LELETETELE Xt; 


The sequel of the story of RoseLLa, in the last latter 
of the First Part of Letters Moral and Entertaining. 


Wren I was in the West, four years since, I 
wrote you word that I had made an acquaintance 
in a family who lived in a little retirement at the 
foot of a hill a few. miles from my house. I then 
gave you an account. of the piety and beauty of 
those exemplary recluses, and owned that I had 
not at that time forgot the charms of Melissa; 
but I did not tell you that they had made an im- 
pression on me which could never be erased by 
all the modish schemes of interest and alliances z 
nor could that darling (but mistaken) notion of 
liberty hold me out against the desire I had to 
call her mine, and make her so by the strongest 
and happiest ties, those of marriage. I strupgled 
with my own heart, and would fain have ter- 
rified it by the laugh I should raise among my 
acquaintance, when they heard that I, in the gay- 
est bloom of life, and with four thousand pounds 

R 2 
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2-year at my command, should leave all the fash- 
jionable maxims of mankind, and fall in love with 
a young woman who had only beauty, and the 
sanctity of her manners, to recommend her: for 
tho? her birth is noble, she has only three thousand 
pounds, which I design to present to Honoria her 
mother the day after our marriage, which will be 
solemnized as soon as my lawyer can finish a deed, 


by which I give Melissa a thousand pounds a- year 


rent · charge for her life, in case she should survive 
me. = . DOD 
Now I have told you my happiness, I cannot 
help making you acquainted with Rosella's, whose 
story, you often said, touched you. I went to the 
house of Honoria the day after I came hither, (for 
now it was my only business.) As soon as I alight- 
ed, a clean footman, in a frock turned up with 
green, took my horse; I expected from this to find 
an alteration in the family, (for when I was there 
first they had no livery-servant.) As soon as [ 
came into the hall I saw a beautiful young man, 
whose dress was entirely plain; his hair hung in 
natural curls without any powder, and his air 
and appearance seemed td suit with the simplicity 
and elegance of the other inhabitants of that hap- 
py dwelling. Rosella was sitting by a table, and 
had a boy of about fourteen months old in her lap, 
rosy and smiling as a Cherubim, who was playing 
with some flowers with which Melissa was going 
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to dress a bason. Rosella immediately rose, and, 
coming towards me, desired I would give her leave 


to present her husband Alonzo to me. I was re- 


joiced at the sound, and congratulated her upon 
the change of her fortune in a manner that might 
convince her how sincerely shared in all that re- 


jated to her. The lovely Melissa seemed glad to 


see me, and ran to call Honoria with an obliging 
haste. After a few compliments were over, I in- 
quired what had produced the alteration I saw. 
Honoria told me, that about two years and a half 
ago, Alonzo's father fell dangerously ill, and that 
he expressed an ardent desire to see his son; upon 
which his wife wrote to a nephew she had in Lon- 
don (who was the most intimate friend Alonzo 
h:d upon earth,) in hopes that he might possibly 
be acquainted with the place of his retreat; and 


begged of him, if he knew how to direct a letter, 


that he would write, and desire him to come and 
see his dying father. The nephew immediately 
dispatched an express to Alonzo, who was retited 
into a little village in Lancashire, where he board- 
ed in the house of an old clergyman, who had no 
other family chan himself and his wife, and who 
were glad to have Alonzo with them, as he ap- 
peared a modest, sober, young man; for their cir- 
cumstances were too plentiful to want the advan- 
tage of a boarder. He immediately left the old 


page and came home about four days before 
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the death of his father, who was transported at 
the sight of him; nor did he feel less joy when 
his mother assured him, that Montanor (for that 
was his father's name) had for many months be- 
fore his illness lived a very penitent regular life. 
As soon as I heard of Alonzo's return I wrote 
him a letter, in which J desired to see him as soon 
as Montanor's funeral was over; but forbade him 
to come till that time. He complied with me in 
that request, as he has ever ſince done in all that 
I desired of him. About six weeks after Rosella 
and he were married I begged her to let me en- 
joy the company of my daughter while I lived in 
this solitary habitation ; for I could not think of 
leaving it; and we have passed our time ever since 
in the most perfect harmony. I cannot deny him 
the justice of acknowledging to his face, that we 
are not only happier in our retirement than we 
were before by the addition of a (cheerful compa- 
nion, but edified and improved by the piety of his 
nfe. Alonzo seemed out of countenance at this 
part of her discourse; and the modesty with which 
he received it showed how much he deserved the 
praise she gave him. She continued to tell me, 
that about four months after he married Rosella 
he received a letter from the lawyer in the village 
where he had boarded, to let him know, that a few 
weeks ago the clergyman with whom he had lived 
had buried his wife, and about a fortnight after 
fell ill himself of the same fever and died; that he 


* 
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had by his will left Alonzo his estate, which was 
about an hundred and eighty pounds a year; and 


two thousand pounds in money, which, added to 


about two hundred and fifty pounds a-year, and 
some money which his father left him, makes their 
fortune very easy. 

Here Honoria ended her 1 ; and it was 
so late that they desired me to stay dinner; after 
which 1 asked to speak with her alone, and told 
her, I begged I might have leave to propose my- 
self to Melissa, if her heart was not already enga- 


ged. Honoria assured me it was not, and seemed 


surprized at a proposal so much to Melissa's ad- 
vantage; but told me, she begged I would endea= 
vour to get Melissa's consent without her interpos- 
ing her authority; since she could not resolve, e- 
ven in so advantageous a thing, to force her incli- 
nation. When I named it to the young beauty, 
she did not at first seem averse to any thing but 
the leaving of her mother, which the smallness of 


her house would oblige her to; but, after a few 


days, the nearness of my house reconciled her to 
that scruple; and I had the joy to find that incli- 
nation had a greater share than interest in her com- 
pliance. Rejoice with me, Lysander; my happi- 
ness in your alliance will not end at my death; the 
conversation I shall now enjoy will fit me for e- 
ternal rewards. I will make no apology to you 
for the sallies of my pleasure, which will let me 
talk to you of nothing but my own affairs. Adieu. 


Cc 


= 
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LETTER XIII. 


| To SERENA, 
My dear Serena. | 


As I have always made you the confidante of what- 
ever has related to me, I cannot help giving you 
an account of the pleasure and pain occasioned by 
an acquaintance I have made with a young woman 
since I came hither. She was only daughter to a 
man who had been formerly an officer in the Eng- 
lish army, but quitted it in discontent, and came 
| hither, with Semanthe his daughter, to treat with 
some people about a project of working in some 
mines, which are believed to have many _—_ veins 
of silver in them. 

Semanthe came to see me upon my arrival. I 
found so much wit and good nature in her conver- 
sation, that we contracted a great intimacy, and 


were continually together. She had every qualifi- 


cation that could make her company entertaining; 
dhe sung, played on the harpsichord, painted in 
water colours, and had a surprizing genius for po- 
etry; her sentiments on all subjects seemed just 
and noble. I thought myself the happiest person 
in the world in finding a companion so instructive 
and agreeable. | 
She told me the story of her past life ; which, 
Aae in her charming language, still raised my 
esteem. In every occurrence I had the pleasure to 
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find she practised the highest rules of justice and 
benevolence z and, though now in the early part 
of her life, she was guided by the nicest rules of 
virtue. By a passion she had for a person, by 

whom she was equally beloved, I was confirmed 
of the prudence of -her conduct ; I found that no 
partiality or tenderness could tempt her to deviate 
from the severest principles of modesty and honour. 
I was not at rest till I had poured out all the se- 
crets of my heart to her; which I did without the 
least reserve; and trusted her with a secret of the 
greatest importance to my future tranquillity.— 
But what is human dependence ? I found the in- 
most secrets of my soul betrayed by the person in 
whom I had s0 entirely confided. —I knew not 
how to behave myself in this perplexity.—I had 
too much compassion for my fallen friend to give 
her the pain and confusion of hearing my reproach- 
es, and too much sincerity to continue my intima- = 
cy with her; but, for my own security, I was for- | 
ced to break off all further commerce with one of 
whoxe guilt I had the utmost certainty. 5 | 
This is a very sensible affliction to me in a place ; 
where I have so few acquaintance, and am not in 
a temper to contract any new friendship. I could 
as soon have questioned my own existence as Se- 
manthe's truth; and now, though I cannot acquit 
her, I am perpetually endeavouring to mitigate 
her crime. I tell my heart her error did not pro- 
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ceed from any malignity in her nature, but x too 
great confidence in some other friend; that she as 
well as I has been deceived, and only told my se- 
crets where she thought she might safely have trust- 
ed her own. I am ready to melt into tears when- 
ever I think of her, and find more compassion than 
anger on reflecting on her conduct. Though I no 
longer converse with her, it is more to make her 
sensible of her guilt in betraying a trust of impor- 
tance than to show my own resentment. I shall 
be for ever interested in her welfare; and if my 
prayers have any force, she will live to wear off e- 
very failing that can cast a blemish on a mind ca- 
pable of arriving at as great a degree of perfection 
as human nature is capable of. 

I have wrote myself into too melancholy a hu- 
mour to say any more, but that I am 
Your's, 

ISABELLA» 


LETTER AY. | 
From Melina, giving an account of her concealment. 
My dear Oriana, 

I TorD you before I left my brother's house that 
you should hear from me as soon as I was settled; 
and that I would inform you of the reason of my 
flight. You have too much candour and charity to 
Judge harshly of my proceedings; ; which, could you 
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see my heart, you would rather pity than condemn 
me for. 

| You have often, within these two 1 years, ob- 
served an alteration in my temper and person. I 
am no more the sprightly florid creature that you 


used to call the emblem of Health and Cheerful. 
ness; you saw the change, but did not guess the 


cause was a secret hopless passion. I was at a play; 


I saw there one of the most agreeable persons in 


the world: his dress, his behaviour, every thing 


was graceful and easy. The tragedy of Cato was 


| acted, he was attentive, and seemed to enter into 


every sentiment where either the hero or lover was 
described. His aspect wore the visible characters 
of Fortitude and Virtue: he stood up between the 
acts, and turned towards the box where I sat; and 
when I went out he made way for me through the 
crowd: but I never aſter sa him in any public place, 
nor knew who nor what he was; but the charm- 
ing youth had made an impression on my thoughts 
which had soon a very happy effect. I grew wea- 
ry of the noisy tumultuous way of living in my bro- 


ther's house, and refused sharing in the constant 


round of diversions that my sister loved; nor could 
there be any thing more dissolute and extravagant 
than the manners of this family; assemblies, balls, 
gaming all sorts of riots and licentiousness. I 
never indeed approved these entertainments, and 


! 
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was always uneasy, without knowing how to make 
myself otherwise. | 
The paths to happiness that religion proposed I 


Was as ignorant of as the savage Americans in their 


native groves Dumain, who married my sister, 
was a professed libertine. My parents left me ve- 
ry young to their care, my sister being many years 
older than Tam; and if my godfathers and god- 
mothers, instead of renouncing the pomps and va- 
nities of the world. for me in my baptism, had so- 
lemnly vowed I should be bred in the midst of those 
Snares and seducing temptations, they could not 


more effectually have discharged their trust than 


by placing me in this family, whose Sunday's a- 
musement was cards; for we never went to church 
unless in a frolic, to spend an idle hour in n 


ing or laughing. 


However, my guardian angel did not quit his 
charge; but, by the impression of a virtuous love, 


fortified my soul against every loose inclination, I 


fled diversions, grew fond of retirement; this soon 
gave me a habit of thinking. And if I had schemes 
of happiness, they were all in some future life be- 
yond the grave; but my notions were clouded and 
imperfect. Indeed I believed there was a God, 
and the reproaches of my own reason taught me 
to fear him; but I had never looked in the Bible, 


since I learned to read; and was as ignorant” of 


Christianity as a young Hottentot bred in a cave. 
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My pensive temper now detested vanity in every 
appearance ; plays and novels no more diverted 


me: But wanting something to read, I saw a Bible 


in the room where my sister's woman lay; and o- 
pening it, my attention was immediately engaged. 
The history was new to me; I carried it to my 
chamber; but how was I surprized to find the life 
and precepts of the great founder of the Christian 
faith so different from the manners and principles 
of. those who assumed that sacred profession! I 
found myself in the flowery paths of ruin, nor 
knew how to extricate myself from the fatal snare; 
this was the secret language of my soul to that in- 
visible Power which knew its sincerity. 
Thou ruler of the sky, Almighty Name, 
Whose piercing eye discerns my rising thoughts 
Ere they are form'd within my anxious breast; 
Thou seest my soul struggling to break the bands, 
Which thus detain her captive to the earth: 
Thou seest how vainly she would soar on high, 
Passion and Pleasure clog her dow ny wing, 
Prevent her flight, and sink her to the earth; _ 
There low she lyes, and, trembling, begs thy aid, 
Conscious how impotent she is without thee. 
My sister soon perceived the alteration of my 
temper, and used her art to engage me in some eri- 
minal diversions, but in vain; I was sick and tired 
of these extravagancies. But what could I do? 


my fortune was lost in the South-sea; I was de- 


pendent on Dumain's and my sister's charity; and 
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to heighten my distress, I was importuned by my 
Lord (who was lately married) to yield to 
his criminal passion. At this proposal I started 
with horror, but could not shun his address with- 
out quitting this disorderly family; which I re- 
solved to do, and cast myself on the protection of 


Heaven. 


I left my brother's how just after dinner, and 
went in a hackney-coach to a woman in the City 
that had been my nurse. I engaged her to secre- 
cy, and got her to inquire for a place in some mer- 


chant's family: she soon succeeded, and introdu- 
ced me to the wife of an East-India merchant, 


who lived in great splendour. My business was to 


wait on her in the station of a ehambermaid. She 


was very handsome, modest, and unaffected. The 
orders of the family were so regular and peaceful, 

so perfectly the reverse of my brother's, that I 
thought myself in another world, and among a 
new set of beings: temperance and sobriety reign- 
ed amidst the height of plenty and liberality. The 
rooms were noble, and furnished with all the rich- 
es of the Indian world, and looked like the palace 
of some Eastern monarch. 

I found myself perfectly at ease: dressing my 
mistress was all I had to do; which was a very 
agreeable employment, and soon dispatched. She 
had something so genteel in her manner that eve- 


ry thing looked graceful and becoming her, and 
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cost but little trouble to make it fit well, Her 
conversation was innocent and instructive; her 
hours spent in reading, or some little amusement 
with her needle, without the least inclination to 
rambling after balls or masquerades. 

spent two or three weeks in this regular man- 
ner, my mistress treating me almost on a level. I 
had not yet seen my master, who now returned 
from his country-house. But, my dear Oriana, 
think what was my affliction, when I discovered 
that he was the same lovely youth I had seen at 
the play! As soon as he saw me he turned as red 
as crimson, and I as pale as ashes: he passed by 
me, and went immediately into my mistress's room. 
It was almost two years since I had seen him, and 
I had some hopes I was forgot; however, I resol- 
ved to quit the family if I found he knew me, or 
that wy friendship for his wife did not extinguish 
my passion. — On my master's part I soon found 
reason to be easy: I hardly ever saw him; he was 
either at the Exchange, or, when at home, enga- 
ged in a series of beneficent actions. His wealth 
was immense, which he dispersed with an une» 
qualled generosity. He assisted honest traders that 
had but a small stock, paid the debts of prisoners, 
relieved the widow, and redressed the injured and 
oppressed. This was every day's business, which 
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yet never intrenched on his hours of devotion in 
private or public. | 

I now grew easy. A man of this character was 
not like to indulge a guilty flame in his own breast, 
or to flatter it in mine: besides, his absence would 
soon relieve me; for he intended to go to the In- 
dies with the "wt which was to set sail within a. 
month. 

The time was now expired. The day before he 
went his voyage, after he had been an hour with 
my mistress in some private conversation, he left 
her, and came directly into my room, with such 
an air of benignity in his face as some heavenly 
minister would wear who brought a message of 
peace. 

He begun: © You will be 3 Madam, to 
ee find I know your family, and the reason you 
c have put yourself into the protection of mine. 
& The first sight I had of you at the play made an 
© impression Which was never effaced till I gave 
© my vows to the best of wives; it is with some 
* confusion I own the wrong I did your virtue, 
« when I tell you nothing should have prevented 
« my pursuit of the passion you first raised, but 
& the scandal of the house you was in, which was 
« g0 extravagant, that it forbade me ever thinking 
&* of you; but I now do you entire justice, and ad- 
& mire that triumph of honour that put you in a 
e &ation so low to secure youself from the temp- 
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ec tation of returning to your brother. I have left 
“you ten thousand pounds in bank bills, and have 
4 told your case (as I had it from the woman that 
« nursed you) to my wife, who has all the virtues 
« that ever adorned the sex; she yielded to this. 
et proposal with transport, and waits while L am: 
« gone to deliver the bills.“ He said this, and: 
left me without t time or language to speak my gra- 
titude. 

My mistress immediately came into the cham- 
ber, with goodness shining in her eyes, and gave 
me the bank bills, with a grace which only Virtue 
can stamp on human actions. She prevented my 
thanks by making an apology for her ignorance of 
my quality, assuring me the house was entirely at 
my command, and that the hopes of my staying 
with her was the greatest satisfaction she proposed. 
in her dear Henry's absence. I could not possibly 
discover my sense of this surprising benefit by all 
the force of language. — My silence, and the ten- 
derness into which she saw my soul was melted, 
was the only 2 of gratitude I could. no.] 
give. 

In the morning, when every thing was: ready for 
the parting of the East India fleet, my generous 
benefactor came into his wife's chamber. to- take: 
his last adieu. I was with her, endeavouring to: 
give that consolatien myself wanted. Her grief. 


drew some reluctant tears from him, while he. en 
Volume 4. 8 
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deavoured to conceal the inward anguish: the 

hero and the lover appeared in his behaviour; and 
when, to excuse the intemperance of her sorrow, 
his wife urged the dangers of the seas, and the rage 
of barbarous nations on the shore, I shall never 
forget with what an air of greatness he replied, 
Fe craint Dieu, & je nai point d autre crainte.— 
« J fear God, and I have no other fear.” Thus 
undaunted would the godlike man have appeared, 
had he seen the stars falling from their orbs, and 
heard the sound of the last thunders. When he 
had, with an apparent regret, freed himself from 
the embraces of his wife, with a look of compas- 


sion, like that of some pitying angel, he bid me 


farewell! His domesties were lost in grief; the pas- 

sage from his house was crowded with his grateful 
dependents, whose wrongs or necessities had been 
redressed by him; a thousand ardent prayers for 
his prosperity reached the skies, and gained the 
divine assent; while he hasted through the admi- 

ring throng, distressed with the popular applause. 
How poor a figure is that of a Libertine, in his 
most glittering heights of vanity, compared to this 
great man, who has so early begun his race of 
glory, and is, in the. very bloom-of youth, mature 
in every virtue! Instead of passing his hours in a 
train of idle amusements, the gay part of his life is 
devoted to Heaven and the public welfare.—You 
know where to find Your humble servant, 
| 1 NELIND4s 
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LETTER XV. 
| To Evsz81vs. | 


As my reformation is partly owing to that exalted 
notion of virtue your example gave me, it is one 
of the greatest satisfactions I have to express the 
sense of that immense obligation, by — 
most secret recesses of my soul to you. 

I cannot but communicate my content, while 
every view my thoughts take heightens my hap- 
piness. I look back on the stormy ocean, the tu- 
mult and perplexity of my life past, and bless the 
gracious Power that saved me on the very edge of 
perdition; when I look forward, my Ke 0 
are all bright and unbounded. 

TI bid my soul take its ease, banish every care, 
and act without restraint the glorious prodigal. 
I survey my vast possesion, lose my wishes in end- 
less plenty, and give up all my powers to indo- 


lence and joy. I look to the stars, count the hea- 


venly glories, and call the treasures _ en my 
own. 

Let Chaos come again: be the gay creation lost 
in darkness, and the fair face of Nature become an 
universal blank: let her beauties fade, and those 
divine characters she wears be effaced; I shall yet 
be happy when the groves shall no more renew 
their verdure, nor the vallies boast their flowery 

pride. When the sun is extinguished in the skies, 
a 8 2 5 
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and all the ethereal lamps have burnt out their 
golden flames,--when the commissioned angel shall 
lift his hand on high, and swear by the unuttera- 


ble Name—That time shall be do more,—when 


these transitory images of things for ever take their 
flight, I shall explore the worlds of Life and Plea- 


sure, and triumph in the plenitude of Bliss. 


Then shall the celestial arcana be unveiled, and 
the heaven of heavens disclose their glories: the 
ineffable divinity shall show the milder beauties 


of his face, and manifest as much of his excellence 


as created intellects can support. But what an- 
gel's wing has measured the height of his throne? 
who has entered those sacred recesses where he 
dwells in himself, possessed of unbounded bliss |- 


Has the ocean of joy been fathomed, or the limits 


of independent felicity described? Who has found 
access to the inmost habitations of the most High, 


and gazed on essential glory, before whose fainter 


emanations the angelic splendours are eclipsed, the 
thrones and principalities of light disappear ? 
What path is found to those sublime retreats, | 

Where Pleasure banquets in its regal seats 

Where Beauty triumphs in her native bhow'r, 

Uncopy'd yet by the creating Pow'r ? 

Ten thousand various forms, divinely fair, 

Sparkle in their supreme ideas there; 

While Wisdom, with superior order, shines 

In poundless schemes and infinite designs. 


Wond'rous the prospect, clear, and unconſin'd, 
But open only to th* Eternal Mind. 15 
1 c 
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What tow'ring intellect, with daring flight, 


Has made excursion through these realms of light: 


The bless d recesses, where th' approachless God, 
From all duration, made his high abode ? 

Whoe'er has mark'd, with bold enquiring eyes, 
From whence the secret springs of life arise? 
How from their deep exhaustless source they flow, 


Jo actuate heav'n, and cheer the world below? 


Those dazzling habitations who has found, 


Where Love, in all his heav'nly charms, sits crown'd ? 


Great Love, th' Almighty Father's first delight, 

His image, and the darling of his sight; | 

The full resemblance of the Deity, 

Who all his glorious image stamp'd on thee ! 

Twas thou who didst his boundless thoughts employ, 


His sole complacence, his peculiar joy, 
From ages unbegun.— But who can tell 


Thy generation, and thy birth reveal? 


What thought can measure back the long extent 
Of nameless times, and speak thy great descent? 


Before the hills appear'd, or fountains flow'd, 


Or golden flames in the blue ether glow'd; 
Before the vast creation had a name, 


Thou wast in bliss and dignity the same. 


By thee the sun, by thee the stars were made; 
The spacious skies at thy command were spread; 
The heav'n of heav'ns, the empyrcan coasts, 

Were form'd by thee, with all their num'rous hosts; 


Angels, Archangels, Thrones, Dominions, Pow'rs, 


Who sing thy conquests in th* immortal bow'rs; 
For thou dost ev'ry heav'nly breast inflame, 
And loud Victorias answer to thy Name: 


Their beings and their bliss they owe to thee, 
Thou equal offspring of the Deity! 


His perfect image thou dost justly prove, 


For all the br ght Divinity is Love. 
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You find, in whatever character I act, whether 
the saint or the libertine, Love is the animating 
motive, the leading principle. But how superior 
are my prospects! how glorious the hopes that now 
fire my soul, to the trifling ends I had lately in 

view! My desires terminate in nothing below in- 
finite excellence, and unbounded felicity, 
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' The story of Old and SOPHRONIA, 


Translated from Taste: Jerusalem, Book II.] 

Tur King was now with martial cares oppress'd, - 

When curs'd Ismenes thus his Lord address'd : 

« To share your fate, great Sir, I left my cell, 

„ And bring you all th' assisting force of Hell: 

« Th' infernal spirits subject to my will, 

« With eager speed my ſtrict commands fulfil ! 

« By them inform'd, this method I propose, 

« To guard the fortress, and insult your foes. 

« Beneath a temple which the Christians own 

« Descends a vault, to all but them unknown; 

« Within the awful consecrated ground 

« An image of the Virgin Mother's found; 

« Perpetual lamps before the wondrous maid, 
Are lighted up, and fragrant incense laid: 

« This statue, Sir, by your own: hands convey'd 
From thence, must be in Macon's temple laid; 
'F « Secur'd by spells; while that does saſe remain, 
„Godfrey shall storm the fated town in vain,” 
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This aid, th' impatient King directs his race, 
With impious fury, to the holy place ; 
Nor to profane the sacred pavement fears, | 
But madly thence the beauteous image bears: 
Then in his god's polluted seat *twas laid, 

While o'er it ev'ry charm the Wizard said. 


But when in heav'n the next gay morning shene, 


Its guardian finds the sacred treazure gone: 

Searches in vain; then, with a thousand fears 
Distracted to the court the tidings bears, 

The Prince his Christian subjects first suspects, 
And all his flaming rage at them directs: | 
But whether human hands the work had done, 
Or Pow'r divine, to men was yet unknown, 

The curst enchanter mutters o'er his spells, 

Yet nothing by the hellish art reveals; _ 

Each house was ransack'd to its last retreat, 

But no success th' enrag'd inquirers meet. 

46 Tis then resolv'd,” the raving Monarch cries, 
« I'll doom them all one gen'ral sacrifice ; 
« The guiltless with th' unknown offender falls; 
« A fact like this for speedy vengeance calls,” 

This cruel sentence reach'd the Christians' ears: 

Their sudden fate unusual horror wears; 

No dawning hope of safety was in sight, 

No method of defence, or secret flight: 

Nor dare they mercy. from the tyrant crave 
Their last and desp'rate refuge was the grave, - 
But heav'n, which ne'er abandons the distress'd, _ 
Provides them succour where they hop'd it least. 

A beauteous Virgin liv'd, but liv'd unknown, 

Amidst the concourse of the noisy town 3 - 
A lively bloom adorn'd her charming face, 
An artless softness and persuasive grace: 

To this advantage fav'ring Heav'n had join'd 
=. richer blessing of a 33 mind. 
| 4 
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With pious thoughts and sacred zeal inspir'd, 
From all the world she would have liv'd reti rd; 
But envious Love the chaste design forbid, 
Nor suffer'd so much merit to be hic. 

A youth ful vot'ry to her guiltless eyes 

His fatal pow'r had doom'd a sacrifice : . 
One creed, one holy faith, they both confess'd, 
In one pure form were both their pray'rs address'd ; 

The youth as modest as his mistress fair, 

With awful silence still conceal'd his care; 

And still the lovely author of his pains 

A stranger to his am' rous grief remains; 

His cares and services were all unpaid, 

Nor once regarded by the wary maid. 

The Christians“ danger now had reach'd her ears, 
And fill'd her with a thousand growing fears: 

At last, some-gen'rous stratagem she sought, 

How, by her own, their safety might be bought: 
But shame and female fear th' attempt restrain, 

And render all her great intentions vain; 

Till bolder hope her first design renews, 

Which bravely now the stedfast maid pursues, 

She pass d the crowded. streets with sober pace, 
Nor strove to veil nor yet expose her face; 
Dowynward her eyes with modest looks incline, 

end with a nice engaging coyness shine; 
Her charming air, her easy mien and dress, 
Nor art, nor perfect negligence, -confess : 
Admir'd of all, the thoughtful beauty pass'd, 
And met the wild disorder'd King at last. | 
Great Sir,“ she then began, * the Christians spare, 
% And I th' unknown oſſender will declare.” 
A decent boldness lighten'd in her eyes, 
Whose piercing lustre ev'ry heart surprise: f 
The vanquish'd Monarch stood confus'd and charm'd, 
His. 1 alter'd, d his rage : 


1 
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Ev'n Love had enter'd : but th' imperious fair 
Attack'd his soul by methods too severe: 
Not frowns, nor coy forbidding beauty move, 
But gentle smiles indulge the flame of Love: 
Yet, if not love, amazement and delight, 
Her charms within his doubtul breast excite, 
He paus'd, and thus—* Let me the secret share, 
« The people's lives at thy request I'll spare.“ 

« From, first to last,“ she cries, ** the bold design, 
< The great attempt, and daring action, 's mine.“ 
And thus by an heroical deceit, | 
Her life abandon'd for the public fate. 

Again inquir'd the yet suspending King, 

« Who was thy curs'd adviser in the thing?“ 
Th' undaunted maid replies, The whole design, 
c Contriv'd, resolv'd, and executed, 's mine, 
The danger, the fatigue, was mine alone; 
The guilt and glory shall be all my own.” 
Enrag'd, the tyrant then replies, — And all 
„ My vengeance on thy wretched head shall fall.“ 
c *Tis just,“ she calmly said, and I'm content; 
„ Th illustrious action mine, mine be the punishment. 
But, Sir, your anxions searches are in van ? 


#5 


The violated image to regain ; 
For nothing but its ashes now remain. 

«. This way secur'd, that by no Pagan hand 

« The holy shrine might be again profan'd : 
Demand no more, my Lord; enough is known 
+6 The action J both justify and own.“ 

Her daring language, and relentless air, 

No more the wild outrageous King could bear; 
No more his swelling fury could restrain; 

Her youth, her powerful beauty, plead in vain; 
Nor interceeding Love his rigour tames; 
The pity'd Virgin 's 2 to the flames, 
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Whom thence (yet with compassion and remorse) 
The murm'ring Pagans in a tumult force. 

Her hands are bound, her modest face unveil'd, 
No more its charms from vulgar eyes conceal'd ; 
Though void of fear, her doubtful looks conſess 
A soſt concern and human tenderness : 

The rosy blush that from her visage flies, 

Not paleness but a snowy white supplies. 

Mean time the wond'rous accident was known 
From street to street thro' all the swarming town, 
The person doubtful, the relation true, 

Among the rest, Olinda thither drew: 
Too soon the wretched youth approach'd and found, 
By im pious hands his charming mistress bound: 
Distracted now among the guards he press d, 
And thus aloud th' astonish'd King address'd : 
« Ah! royal Sir, yourzelf no more deceive, 
« Nor this fond maid's invented tale believe. 
4 Could che, alas! the cautious watch betray, 
« And from its seat the weighty shrine convey ? 
« 'Tis fiction all—the enterprise was mine, 
« Nor will I thus a glorious fate resign. | 
He adds, © Your temple, down a sloping way, 
“ Receives the light, and draws the beamy day, 
« Through that I stole the sacred prize away. 
« My Lord, the sentenc'd criminal you see, 
These chains, this cruel death, belongs to me.“ 

And could not then a gingle life suffice, 

« Unhappy youth 25 (the fair Sophronia cries, 
With kindling love and pity in her eyes.) 
« What rage, what fury, mov'd thee, to expose 

„ Thyself a victim to relentless foes ? 
« What tears, what medycluctance, have I FRY 
« That you believe I cannot die alone?“ 

But nothing could her kind repulses gain: 
Unzhaken, till his brd * remain. 
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With stedfast courage each despises life, 
And long between them held the gen'rous strife; 
Virtue, and mighty Love dispute the field, 
And neither in the friendly contest yield. 
The tyrant raves, nor longer now refrains, 
But both ene cruel punishment ordains, 
Commission'd, soon the charming youth they bind 
With heavy chains, and to the stake confin'd. 
« Are these,” he cries, © the fetters Love prepares * 
« This the reward of all my tender cares ? 
« With softer thoughts I fed my ford desires, 
« And hop'd to meet thee in more gentle fires ; 
« Yet could I, falling in thy tender arms, 
« Expire, my death had still a thousand charms ; 
« Could I receive thy parting sighs, and join, 
« At the last fatal gasp, my lips with thine, 
« Our souls united, then to heay'n should fly, 
« And I content, who charming fair, should die.” 
« Far other cares,” she mildly said, than these, 
« Olinda, should our serious minds possess : 
« Lament thy sins, concemplate the reward 
« For Faith and humble penitence prepar'd : 
« The palm, the starry crown, and martyr's due, 
& With all the boundless raptures that en: ue. 
4 Survey the sun, survey the dazzling sky, 
« To those bless'd regions we must shortly fly.” 
Of gods and men the Pagans murmur'd loud, 
The Christians, silent, wepzeamong the crowd, 
The King, nor could his pity be disguis'd, 
A strange unusual tenderness zurpris'd ; 
He durst no more the moving object view, 
But fix'd, and scorning to relent, withdrew : 
Sophronia unconcern'd alone appears, 
Nor in the universal sorrow shares. 
The mournful officers had plac'd, the while, 


And now were lighting vp, the smoaky pile; 
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When a young champion, with a martial grace, 
And lofty mien, approach'd the fatal place. 


A tigress on her plumy helinet shone, 
Which for the fair Clarinda made her known. 


Her sex's nicer ornament she fled, 


In toilsome arms to great atchievements bred: 

Her hands the labour of the loom refuse, 

Nor in a closet could her mind amuse; 

But oer the fields, in savage spoils array'd, 

Or thro the woods, with fearless thoughts, she ﬆray'd. 
When yet a child the fiery steed she rein'd, 


Challeng'd the race, or wrestled on the sand; 


Vast deserts, hills, and pathless wilds, she trac'd, 


When with her spear the foaming boar she chas'd: 


Ft om Persia now the blooming warrior came, 


To win new trophies of immortal fame. 


In battles past her sword had oft compell'd 


The scatter'd Gauls to quit the bloody field : 


Majestic charms, which ev'ry heart surprise, os by 

And awful glories, sparkle in her eyes. 
Arriving here, prepar'd for death she found 

The tender youth and lovely virgin bound. 

The feeble sex to Heav'n her eyes address d, 

And in her looks a silent calm express'd ; 

The other grieves, and melts in pitying tears, 


Not for his own unhappy fate, but her's. 


The watlike nymph for both compassion proves, 
But most her care the silent suff'rer moves- 
She to the people turns, nor loses time, 


Demands with haste, and- hear's in brief their crime: 
Intreats the execution they'd delay, 
And helps herself the rising flames to stay; 


! 


Then charg'd—* Let none this office undertake, 


Till from the King I send them orders back.“ 


Her bold commands the willing crowd obey; | 


She, to the court · directed, speeds. away, 
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And audience gain'd, begins: © Great Prince, from far 
„ Th! unknown Clarinda comes, with you to share 
« The toils and hazards of the hostile field ; 
«© A volunteer to your commands I yield, 
&« Whether to meet the battle on the n 
« Or at the walls the breaches to maintain. 

The King replies, © Who has not heard * fame 2 
& What distant climes are strangers to thy name? 
& Thy deeds, illustrious Virgin, spread thy praise, 
« Where'er the wand'ring sun reveals his rays. 

« Assisted thus, we Godfrey's arms defy, 
By thee secur'd of certain victory; 
« To thy command our forces we resign; 
« The war and all its glorious conduct's thine.” 

Her modest thanks the graceful maid express 4 
And thus again her gen'rous suit address'd: 

„ Unusval 'tiz, I know, my Lord, and hard, 
ce For service unperform'd to ask reward; 
« But by your royal clemency assur'd: 
« I boldly beg of quick success secur'd ; 
« Re verse great Sir, the sentenc'd lovers' doom; 
« An act like this your bounty will become.” 

Nothing was c'er,” the vanquish'd King rephyd,. 
“To such a fair petitioner deny*d*;* 
% Their lives, heroic maid, your purchase be; 
„ Guilty, or innocent, I set them free.“ 


LETTER XVII 


Froni Ber LAMoux, relating the tegael of his parsion 
for Aumepa, in the erght letter of the Fira Part off 


Letters Moral and Entertaining. 
My Dear Carlos, 


Lau pleased to find that neither the gatety of 
your humour, nor your own successful amours, 


LETTERS 


have made you insensible to the eee of 
your friends. Your compassion is some relief; for 
I am really past jesting; and raillery, in this case, 
would have been inhuman, 
Tou may remember, in my last 8 1 had | 
some hopes the discovery of my inclinations for 
Almeda would prevail with Elvira to free me from 
the engagement I made to my father to marry her; 
but I was disappointed. All the art and eloquence 
I employed to paint the height of my passion for 
her rival had just the contrary effect. Instead of 
raising her anger and resentment, it melted her in- 
to a tenderness of which I had never thought her 
capable. At last she told me, though she would 
not suffer her tongue 80 far to belie the senti- 
ments of her heart as to refuse me, yet I might 
refuse to marry her, if I knew how to despense 
with my obligations to a dying father. 
The naming my father gave a pious emotion to 
my soul, and awakened all the filial gratitude and 
veneration due to his memory. I am no libertine; 
virtue and vice are with me real distinctions; I 
dare not violate my word to the meanest of my de- 
pendents, nor even to my worst enemy. Honour 
and Conscience have hitherto governed my secret 
actions. I felt the force of Elvira's words, and 
left her without making any reply. 
But how am I embarrassed ! if 1 had never seen 
the charming Almeda I must have been unhappy, 


Elvira has been, from her infancy, bred up with” 
my sisters; my affection for her has been always 


the same as for them, and seems the tie of Nature, 


not of choice. In all the little freedoms of con- 


versation I have treated her with the same de- 


cency as if she stood in that relation. | Destiny 
seemed to have set some sacred bounds between 
us that it would have been criminal to violate. 


This sentiment is so habitual to my thoughts, that 


I could as soon commit incest, and break in on all 


the sanctity of Nature's laws, as fall in love with 
Elvira. She is handsome enough, so are my sisters: 
I love her, as I do them, with a very pure and in- 


nocent affection, Her charms have never kindled 


one soft desire in my breast; rather a religious hor- 
ror would seize me in addressing her. She is as 
secure from my attempts as if an angel stood visi- 
bly before me to guard her virtue. 


In this situation imagine, if you can, how r miser- 


able I must be with this legacy of a wife. She 


brings a vast fortune, you will tell me; but, my 
dear Carlos, could she bring me both the Indies, 
it could be no relief to my domestic chagrin. I am 


no rake; nor could you propose any fashionable 


liberty but what would heighten my uneasiness; 
yet 1 dare not reflect on my father: it was not 


avarice that governed him, but rather compassion 


kor a young orphan committed to lis care; hows 
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eyer I suffer, be his memory unblemished, and his: 
sacred remains undisturbed by my complaints. 

But the crisis of my misery is yet untold. Al- 
meda is fixed to her cruel resolution of seeing me 
no more. To what cave, what desert, what un- 
frequented place, she is retired I cannot find; but 
she is certainly eloped from mortal men, and. 
escapes all my inquiries. However, she has fa- 
voured me with the inclosed letter since her retreat, 
which I have sent, to justify the height of my pas- 


sion, by which you'll see the beauty of her mind 


is equal to that of her charming person I am, 
5 _ 
Your's, &c. 
BELLAMOUR:: 
To BELLAovx. 5 


J HAD not the least intention ever to write to 
« you more, or put you in mind there was such a 
person in the world as Almeda, had not your 
« digtresses reached me; and your endeavours to 
„find me out obliged me to assure you the search 
4c is in vain. I am determined never to see you 
« more; and this shall be the last letter you will 
ever receive from me; which I write purely for 
« your consolation, if an account of my quiet will 
6& be any to you. 

From the moment you told me my happiness 
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cc every flattering hope. I was sensible she knew 
too well how to distinguish merit; and how rare- 
« ly such excellence as your's is to be met with. 
“To resign you to the possession of another, to 
on conquer the warmest wishes, and find happiness 
c in giving pleasure to those we love, abstracted 
« from ourselves, is a refinement few people are 
ce capable of, and what I did not expect from Elvi- 
tc ra: she is conscious of her own superior charms, 
« and may reasonably hope to gain your heart; 
“ whilst her esteem for Joo. would not suffer her 
« to let you dispose of your's to a person who, in 
« the common views of * is unworthy of 
« you, 

« Oh! why Aid Fate throw you in my way ?, 
« was it only to awaken me from my stupid ne- 
« pligence of the world to a sense of sorrow? to 
© 5how me a glimpse of happiness only to make 
© me more sensible of my indigence ? Had your 
« part in life been to act the dependent, and mine 
* the advanced station, you had been left to me 
& in quiet, no body would have disputed my right ; ; 
&* and I should have found more, much more plea- 
« gure in rewarding such merit than I should have 
« done now in sharing your fortune : but why do 
«3 expostulate with heaven, who, no doubt, allot- 
© ted me into this sphere of life as most suitable 
« for me? It is in our own power to make the in- 


L cidents of human life good or evil: it is our on 
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& minds that constitute them either ; the reception 
ce they meet with there, and the turn they take, 
ce gives them their proper tincture. Let us not 
ce disturb the wise economy, but submit to the me- 
« thods of Providence. You have obeyed your 
« father in the disposal of your person to Elvira ; 
ce jet her have your mind also, it is her right; I 
ce will confess it is. There only I could envy her 
„happiness; and it is there her delicacy could ne- 
« yer endure a rival. Let us not be just by halves; 
ce may the same generous spirit that carried you 
& through the first marks of your obedience, ani- 
£ mate you through all the offices of the most ex- 
& alted virtue. I leave you, that I may be no ob- 
* gtacle to it, and beg you to consider whatever 
& faults you commit to Elvira I am the occasion: 
& and while I fly from all commerce with you to 
te preserve my innocence, you will frustrate my 
* endeavours and make me guilty. 

« There is a pleasure in our very sorrows when 
« they flow for a worthy object: you can give me 
« that pleasure, and justify me to myself; and by 
ac those very virtues that tear you from me bind 
& me faster to you, and give me a vanity in you; 


your happiness will be mine: I will not tell you, 


& that I can forget you; it is impossible. The 
& roges must forget to bloom, the birds to warble 
* from the beach; the gay creation be undressed, 
& and I insensible to perfection, ere your image can 
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© be erased out of my heart, or it can receive any 
© other impression. A heart that has been your 
« prize cannot descend to a meaner sacrifice; no, 
the passion you have inspired suits the grandeur 
of your exalted genius, and must have the same 
ec duration with your virtue. I retire from the 
« world, not to avoid but to enjoy you more at li- q 
© berty. We are never absent from those we love; 1 
cc every beauty that Nature can produce brings you 
« to my thoughts, since you have pointed out all 
« their various charms to me; taught me how to | 
& relish solitude, and diretced my mind to enter- . 
&« tainments above the reach of Fortune. 
cc That sentiment of tenderness I have for you 
c has some emanation of Divinity upon it; while 
« it naturally leads me to the contemplation of 
© the Supreme Excellence, and directs my devo- 
© tions to the Fountain of Beauty: those hopes 
“ and fears which alternately elevate or depress 
« the mind, in all human expectations, vanish : 
ce the soul is at liberty to pursue the interest of 
& another life, raises its thoughts above this little 
e scene of things to fairer, future worlds; breaks 
off the fetters that chain it to this world, and 
e smiles through her prison, with a holy impatience, 
con the joys of immortality : there all human dis- 
| © tinctions will be lost, and gold will have Tomy 
to do in settling of them. 


Perhaps the gay world will 9 me, and think 
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ce religion and a cell but a melancholy recourse ; but 
& T$hall not find it so while I am. not secluded from 
te the generous Monimia's cheering eye: her deli- 
& cate and blameless sensibility of human passions 
« (she to whom suffering is a merit) softens every 
4c care, and raises every joy; while she descends 
cc from the height of grandeur to the gentle offices 
cc of the sincere friend, she forgets every advantage 
4c of fortune, until virtue in distress calls for her 
& aid; her titles have no energy with her but when 
ce they give her a privilege of doing good, and then 
© $he exerts them to their full force; she feels they 
& cannot buy freedom to the mind; and that no 
cc calamity will retire in respect to them. Fate has 
« 80 ordered it, that there is some similitude in our 
cc destinies, which reconciles-me to mine, while she 
« recommends piety and resignation with the 
te $trongest and most beautiful arguments, her own 
4 example; and fortifies my mind, by putting e- 
« very virtue, by her own practice, in the most a- 
« miable light. Sometimes she sings a requiem 
“ to our sorrows; soothes them to peace with the 
ce most harmonious numbers, and I have the ease 
C of seeing my thoughts expressed in her's with e- 
© very elegance; and when the serious soul exerts 
itself, she anticipates Heaven, and gives a sweet 
« foretaste of the songs of angels. Thus we 
« baffle disappointment, and elude our sufferings; 
* Honours, Wealth, and Beauty, stand abashed to 
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c gee themselves despised, while Devotion claps 
&« her wings at this her fairest triumph. 

4 You will, I hope, from what I have said, be 

« gatisfied I am not unhappy ; and take this last as- 

4 gurance from me, that I can never be so whilst 


you are blessed. You have annihilated every - 


66 gens e of sorrow in me; I have no tears but when 
« you claim them. 
i 6 Adieu.“ 


LETTER XVIII. 
75 Lady Mass, from her litter, just before ber death. 


I come, ye ghosts; prepare your roseate bow'rs, 
Celestial palms, and ever blooming flow'rs ; 
Thither where sinners may have rest I go, 
Where flames reſin'd, in breast seraphie, glow. 
5 Pope. 
This, my dear sister, is my long, my final adieu, 


till we meet in happier regions. The springs of 


life are running low, and Nature, tired with human 
changes, longs to be at rest; the grave attends me, 


that mansion of silence and repose. 
I soon shall close my weary eyes in peace, 
And stretch, compos'd upon my dusty bed. 
Oh, Death! thy quiet and refreshing shade 
Shall yield a long, an unmolested rest, 


From all the fruitless toil and vanity 
That dwells below the sun 


I have had an ill state of health for some years, 
2 have lately had two fits of an n ; the 
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third, my physician is so sincere to let me know, | 
will be fatal. I am now indisposed, and find some 
certain symptoms of its return, which makes me 
resolve to unburden my soul of its last pressure. 
Forgive me, ye injured Shades of my great ance- 
stors, nor blot my name from your illustrious line. 
— My dear sister, can your rigid virtue forgive my 
fault, and plead my defence to my injured husband, 
when I am silent in the dust? Dear Lady Mary, 
will you not pardon a crime which is blotted out 
by heaven? With that my peace is made by a long 
course of temperance. Weeks, and months, and 
years, are past since the date of my guilt. The ri- 
sing and the setting sun has been a constant wit- 
ness to my devotions; the moon and midnight stars 
were conscious to my tears. 

It is, as you know, sixteen years since I was 
married to Count Edgar. I have had two sons and 
three daughters; but shall I own this shameful 
truth? the eldest of the two brothers is not his! 
On a fatal night (let the horror of darkness cover 
it) I was, in my husband's absence, by the Marquis 
de ——, seduced; it was not the contrivance of 
a formal amour, but the effect of inadvertency and 
surprise. Oh! where was my guardian angel in 
that loose moment, that interval of reproach and 
madness? 3 

The subject is too infamous for me to enter into 
particulars; but I have full assurance this youth is 
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not the Count's son, though his confidence in me, 
with his easy temper, kept him from ever making 
the least inquiry into any eircumstance of my guilt. 
He has lately made his will, and to the eldest bro- 
ther (being his greatest favourite) given his whole 
etsate, lcaving the rest entirely dependent on this 
son, which, to my confusion, is not his own. 
This secret, dear Lady Mary, I must entreat you 
to discover to Count Edgar after my death, that 
he may do his own children justice, and only pro- 
vide moderately for the other. Assure him, chat 
it was only in this instance 1 ever wronged my fide- 
lity to him. This is the utmost reparation I car 
make: and with a mind unburthened I now cast 
myself on infinite Mercy, and smile in the view of | 
death. 


I come, ye ministers of Fate, I come; 
But while I pass the intervening gloom, N 
Should rising doubts my trembling heart invade, U 

With music cheer the melancholy shade. | 
In soothing strains a gentle requiem sing, 
And touch with heav'nly art the golden string; 
The charming sound shall ev'ry care beguile, 
And make the seats of Desolation smile. 
My soul, prepar'd by sacred ecstacy, 5 
| Shall learn and join the chorus of the sky. 


Once more, my dear sister, adieu! Let my crime 1 
warn you never to be vain or secure. From the f 
height of self-confidence and arrogant virtue I was [s 
left to make this reproachful Step to humble me. þ 
My repentance has been deep and sincere; and, 
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through the divine Redemption, my pardon i is pro- 


. and my guilt for ever obliterated. 


Your dying friend, 
Hunnone, 
— 


LETTER XxIx. 


4 letter from Ants ros, giving bis friend a relation of 
| the Sudden death of bit new bride, who was Seized 
in the —_ whale the ſacred rites were performing. 


My fate will furnish you with a Full evidence of 
the vanity of human happiness. My last letter was 
writ in the height of success, with the most arro- 
gant expectations and boast of a lasting felicity 
now it is all changed, the shadows of night cover 
me..i | —— 3 "pe 

The lovely Erminia, whom I had so long pur- 
sued, and at last persuaded to crown my wishes, 


* 


the very morning she gave me her hand, before the 


sacred ceremony was finished, was surprised with 
the fatal message of death, and carried in a 8woon 
from the chapel to her chamber, where she soon 
expired in her mother's arms. This hour she ap- 
peared with all the cost and splendour of a youth- 
ful bride; the next, she is a pale and senseless 
corpse, muffled in a ghastly shroud. Those charms, 


that in the morning promised an eternal bloom, be- 


fore the evening have dropped their smiling pride; 
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the sparkling eyes are sunk in darkness; the soft, 
the tuneful voice, is for ever silent, while a livid 
bus sits on the late rosy lips. ” 
Thus alry Pleasure dances in our eyes, 
And spreads false images in fair disguise 
T' allure our souls; till just within our arms 
The vision dies, and all the painted charms 


Flee quick away from the pursuing sight, 
Till they are lost in chades, and mingle with the night. 


O death, how cruel was thy triumph ! youth and 
beauty, joy and blooming hope, ly here a victim to 
thy rage. The darksome prison of the grave must 
now confine thy gentle captive; instead of the pomp 
of a bridal-bed the cold earth must be her lodgings 
dust and corruption her covering. 

You will now expect I should practise the prin- 
ciples I have so often asserted, in exercising my | 
boasted reason and moderation; or leave you to 
insult me with the arguments I lately produced to 
allay your grief under the pressure of an uncom- 
mon misfortune. 'This reproach would be but just 
at a period when Heaven has given me a full evi- 
. dence of the truths I confessed, and set the vanity 
of human hopes in the clearest demonstration be- 
fore me. One would think I should now, if ever, 
find it easy to moralize on these subjects, and act 
the philosopher * mere necessity, if not from 
virtue. 


Were the case your's, or any body y's but my own, 
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how many wise things should I repeat! how flu- 
ently could I talk! so much more easy is it to 
dictate than to practise: and yet I am reasonable 
by intervals; J am in more than name a Christian: 
in some bright periods I feel the force of that pro- 
fession, and pay homage to its sacred rules. A 
heavenly ray scatters my grief, and cheers my soul 
with divine consolations The gay and the gloomy 
appearances of mortal things vanish before the 
gleams of celestial light. Immortal pleasures, with 
gentle invitations, call me to the skies, and all = 
thoughts ascend. 

But how short my triumph! how easy the tran- 
sition from reason to madness ] Of what surprising 


variety is a human mind capable! Light and dark- 


ness, heaven and hell, seem blended within: it is 
all chaos and wild disorder. That reason which 
one moment relieves me, the next seems with a 
just train of ideas to torment me. 


See there, all pale and dead she lyes; 
For ever flow my streaming eyes. 
Fly Hymen, with extinguish'd fires; 
Fly nuptial bliss, and chaste desires : 
Erminia's fled, the loveliest mind, 
aith, Sweetness, Wit, together join'd, 
Dwelt Faith, and Wit, and Sweetness there? 
Od, view the change, and drop a tear. 


Adieu. 
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LETTER XK: 
| To Lycibas. 

My Dear Lycidas, ; 
TatRE are seasons when the mind dilates itself, 
and, sensible of its own grandeur, breaks through 
the limits of this lower creation in search of some 
unknown and yet untasted pleasures z this is my 
present disposition. The wide limits of the sky 
have nothing to entertain me: Nature seems ex- 
hausted and indigent; should she uncover her 
golden mines, or disclose the ruby sparkling in its 
bed, let her open the veins of sapphire, and show 
the diamond glittering on its native rock. —I have 
no avarice of this kind; the orient clouds that now 
adorn the morning sky, could I reach them, would 
be a more substantial treasure —Appear, ye fair- 
est blandishments of sense, though lovely as the 
daughters of Eden, your allurements would now 
be lost,—Let Sensuality appear in all her charms, 
the Persian delicacy, and the Roman pride :—Let 
the pageantry of state, the triumphs lost in long 
oblivion put on airy forms, and pass in their vi- 
sionary splendour before me; in my present situa- 
tion, methinks I could despise them all. These 
scenes would be but tiresome repetitions; for they 
are no novelties to my active imagination. Cleo- 
patra's expensive vanity, and Pompey's glory, are 

familiar themes to my luxuriant fancy. Their de- 
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seriptions rather tire than delight me. Even the 


magnificence of the starry arch, the splendid struc- 
ture of the universe, I now survey with indolence: 


I grow impatient to see a new and brighter scene 
appear: when these old heavens and antiquated 
earth sball put off their perishable forms, and 


stand dressed in immortal beauty and undecaying 


excellence. Blessed period ! why art thou so long 
delayed ! Oh stretch thy shining wings, and come 
away! Mend thy pace, old lazy Time, and shake 


thy slow. paced sands] Make shorter circles, ye 


rolling Planets ! Thou lingering Sun, how long 
wilt thou travel the celestial road! when shall thy 


Tadiant walk be finished! when will the great an- 


gel arrest thee in thy progress, and swear by him 


that made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that 
is therein, that Time ball be no mare ! 


My impatient soul springs forward to salute the 


happy period, and anticipates the promised joy. 


Great Nature then, through all her diff rent works, 
Shall be transform'd; the earth, and those gay skies, 
Shall be no more the same; a brighter scene 
Succeeds; and Paradise, in all its charms, 

Shall be renew'd ; but far its bliss improv'd, 

Fitted for minds to whom the Mighty Maker 

Shall give the glorious vision of his face 
 Unveil'd, and smiling with eternal love. 

Here let me dwell, nor turn one careless look 
On yonder hated world ;—here let me drink 
Full draughts of bliss, and bathe in endless floods 
Ol life and joy here let me still converse. 


* 
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It cannot be Mortality returns! 
Ye radiant Skies, adieu - Ve starry worlds, 
I must fulfil my day, and wait the hour, 
That brings eternal liberty and rest. 


My native element prevails, and I must return 


to my original earth again; but I believe you are 
not overjoyed at this event; you could have re- 


signed me to the skies in your present disposition. 


An earthly amour seems to engross your affec- 


tion; and I should much more have obliged you by 
a discourse of mortal charms than of eclestial at- 
tachments; but you must excuse me, my mind is 
in a position too sublime and delicate for these ter- 
rene nymphs; as fair as your mistress is, you have 
no rival in me; at this instant J am all for the 1 im- 


mortals. 


Oh, ye fair Objects, ye untainted springs, 
Of ev'ry excellence that charms the sense 
Ye native Beauties, ye primaeval Sweets, 
That blossom in the skies; but for the hopes 
Of these pure entertainments after death, 
My soul would joyfully give up its claim 
To an immortal state. For what is life, 

Reason, and these capacities of bliss, 
If lost on toys! No, I have nobler aims, 
Desires unbounded by these narrow skies, 
These gaudy, flying, transitery scenes; 
Eternal glories, and enchanting bezuties 1 


Next time I see you, on condition you will let 
me laugh, you shall talk of loves and graces, lilies 
and roses, flames and darts, till chanticleer gives 
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his last summons to the phantoms and fairies to 


 CLERIMONT. 


LETTER XXI. 
To the Earl x * # ® 
| My Lord, 
T am just recovered of the wound I received in 
the duel which you with so much reason and hu- 
manity, endeavoured to prevent. I think myself 
now under an obligation to on the justice and 
force of your Lordship' s arguments, and to retract . 
whatever I said in defence of such an inhuman 
practice. It was frenzy that made me reject the 
advice of one who had so true a notion of honour, 
and whose courage had been so gloriously employ- 


ed in the cause of liberty, and the protestant suc- 


cession. 

You told me when the event of this TP adven- 
ture would be; that instead of defending 1 should 
expose my sister's innocence to the public censure. 
It is too late for me to wish I had been guided by 
your generous and friendly admonitions, which, 
for the future, will wear the stamp of infallibility 
on them; nor can I propose to myself a nobler ex- 
ample than your Lordship's, in every part of hu- 
man life; tlie generous friend, the tender husband, 
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and affectionate parent, appear in their proper 


lustre.—Virtue, with a superior excellence, shines 
in your character, and enforces her precepts with 


resistless eloquence. 
The review of your conduet is a severe reproach 
to my own : I shall never reflect on my late ridi- 


culous exploit without confusion. Whatever bra- 


very I affected, I was conscious of the most slavish 
fear in the midst of my insolent flights of vanity z 
deliberate guilt hung heavy on my soul; I spent 


the night before the bloody assignation in anguish 


which no words can express; infernal visions 
haunted my imagination; the caverns of night, 


the joyless abodes, disclosed their terrors to 2288 


distraeted fancy. 


But 80 entirely was I governed by the maxims 
of the licentious part of the world, that with great 


gallantry I challenged my own ruin, and bid defi- 
ance to death and damnation ; exposing myself to 
all the horrors, dreadful to reason and nature, to 
avoid the imputation of cowardice. 

| So tyrannical a thing is custom, that it is neces- 
vary to ask the world forgiveness for presuming to 


be reasonable creatures. People are often com- 
pelled to be mad in their own defence, and to act 
against their reason to avoid being singular. It is 
hard, indeed, that the caprice of mankind should 


expect an apology from the few that are wiser than 


che rest, for being awake and in their right senses ; 
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that they should be forced to excuse themselves for 
keeping their eyes open, and having penetration e- 
nough to foresee a distant danger, and 80 much 

discretion as to avoid it. | 
A man resolved to leap from a precipice might, 
with a better assurance, ridicule his companions 
for not promising to follow him, and more justly 
reproach them with cowardice, for refusing to break 
their necks, than these men of honour can upbraid a 
person for not complying with their rules of valour 
at the expence of his life and all his hopes of future 
happiness. If my generous adversary had not 
spared my life when it lay at his mercy, (while my 
salvation depended on that important moment) in- 
stead of giving you this penitent relation, I had 
been now cursing my own folly under n weight 
of eternal e. " 
Your gy 85 Ke. 


| ANTONIO. 


DN 


4 


To Val xR ius, from 45 Englich merchant ; giving an 
Axcount of the adventures of his voyage. 
IAM at last safely arrived in Holland, and have 
taken the first opportunity to give you a relation 
of the adventures that detained me so long in fo- 
reign countries. | 
In my return from the Indies 1 had some affirs 
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with a Spanish merchant; which while I was ma- 


naging in one of their sea-ports, there came in a 


Spanish corsair, who had taken a rich Turkish 


prize, with several Turks and Moors prisoners, 
whom he offered to sale as slaves. I never had a- 
ny traffie of this kind, from any view of interest; 


| but, from a motive of compassic:1, I had purchased 
liberty for many a miserable wretch, to whom EF 


gave freedom the moment J paid his ransom. 
Among the captives newly taken, there was one 
distinguished by the richness of his habit, and more 
by the gracefulness of his port. He drew all my 
attention; of which he appeared sensible, and still 
directed his looks to me. Our souls seemed to 
greet one another, as if their intimacy had been of 
a long standing, and commenced in some pre ex- 
istent period. There was something in the air of 
this young stranger superior to adversity, and yet 


sensible of the present disadvantage of his fate; 


while I felt for him an emotion, soft as the ties of 


nature, and could not but impute it to the secret 
impression of some intelligent power, which was 5 
leading me to a height of generosity beyond my 


own intention, and, by an impulse of virtue on my 
soul, directing it to the accomplishment of some 
distant and unknown design of Providence. The. 


| heavenly instigation came with a prevailing force, 
and I could not but obey its dictates. 


The price set on this captive was extravagantly 
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high, and such as would be a vast disadvantage to 


my present affairs to part with. However, I lis- 
tened to the gentle monitor within, and paid the 


corsair his full demands. . 

As soon as I had conducted the youth to my 
lodgings, I told him he was from that moment free; 
the price I had paid was for his friendship and li- 
berty. 

“Then you have confined*me,” replied the gen- 
tle stranger, by the most lasting engagements. 
© 1 might have broke through any other restraint ; 
© but I am now your voluntary slave, and dare 
cc trust you with a secret yet unknown to the Spa- 
& niards. My name is Orramel, the only son of 
< a wealthy Bassa in Constantinople; and . may 
demand what you will for my ransom.“ 8 

« You will soon be convinced,“ said I, “there 
as no mercenary intention in this action. The 
« amity I have for you is noble and disinterested; 
« jt was kindled by a celestial spark, an emanation 
« from the divine Clemency, and terminates in no- 
« thing below your immortal happiness. And 
£ were you inclined to examine those sacred truths 
« which would lead you to that felicity, and to 
e share my fortune in a free and happy nation, the 
«© wealth of the Indies should not buy you from 
4 my affections : but if it is your choice to return 
ce to the customs and religion of your country, you 
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c are absolutely free, without * any terms 
6“ for your release.“ 

With a friendly, but dejected lock, he told me, 
it was impossible for him to dispense with his filtal 
obligations to an indulgent parent; but he posi- 
tively refused his freedom, till he had given intelli- 
gence, and received an answer from his father ; 
which he soon had, with a carte blanche to me, on 


which J might make my own demands for his son's 


ransom. I returned it with no other terms, but 
the liberty of all the Christian slaves he had in his 
possession ; hoping, by this disinterested conduct, 
to leave a conviction on the mind of my young 
friend in favour of Christianity. He could per- 
suade me to receive nothing but some little present, 
and left me with an apparent concern. 

It was some months after he was gone, before I 
could finish my negociations in Spain; but as soon as 


they were dispatched, I embarked for Holland. We 


had not been a week at sea before the ship was ta- 
ken by an Algerine pirate, and all the men in it car- 


_ ried to Constantinople, to be sold as slaves. My lot 


fell to a master from whom 1 was like to find most 
barbarous treatment; however, I was resolved to en- 
dure my bondage, till I could give intelligence to 
my friends in England to procure my ransom. 1 
was fixed to this, that no hardship should reduce 


me to give Orramel an account of distress, till 1 
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was again in circumstances not to need his kind- 
ness, nor expect a retaliation of my own. 

But Heaven had kinder intentions by bringing 
me into this adversity, nor left me long without 
redress. As I was talking in a public place, to one 
of my fellow slaves, Orramel came by. He pas. 
sed beyond me; but instantly returning, looked on 
me with great attention, till some melting sorrow 
dropped from his eyes: when, making inquiry of 
some that were near, to whom I belonged, aud be- 
ing informed, without speaking a word to me, he 
flew to my new master, paid his demand for my 
ransom, and immediately conducted me to his- 
house, where he welcomed me, with the warmest 
marks of affection. He spoke —he paused—and 
was in the greatest perplexity, to find language 
suitable to the sentiments of his soul. 

« My brother !'” $474 he, „my friend I—or if 
4s there are more sacred ties in nature or virtue, 
let me call you by some gentler appellation l we 
« are now united by the bands of celestial- amity,, 
« one in the same holy faith, and hopes of a glo- 
© rious immortality. Your charity rescued me 
« from a worse than Spanish slavery, from the 
« bondage of vice and superstition; your conduct 
_« banished my prejudices to the Christian name, 
t and made way for the entrance of those heaven- 
« ly truths to which I now asseat. But this is a 
© gecret even to my own domestics and whether 
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ce guch a caution is criminal, I am not yet able to 
« determine.” 


With what rapture; what attention, did I listen 


to this language! I blessed the accents that told 


me my friend, my Orramel, had embraced the 
Christian faith. An angel's song would have been 
less melodious. I looked upward, and, with a 


greateful elevation of mind, gave the glory to the 


supreme Disposer of all human events The in- 


stinct was from above, that first moved me to ran- 


som this young captive : thence was the spring of 
my compassion: it would be vanity, it would be 
the most griminal arrogance, not to ascribe this ac- 
tion to the assisting Deity. | 
The illustrious Orramel made it his joy, his stu- 
dy, to evidence his affection, He told me his fa- 


ther died since we parted in Spain; and that he 
had left five daughters, which he had by several of 


his wives. He offered me the choice of his sisters, 
if I had any thoughts of marriage, and promised 
her a dowery with her to my on content. One 


of them, he said, was privately bred a Christian, 


by her mother, a beautiful women of Armenia. E 


was pleased with the proposal, and impatient to- 
see my fair mistress. In the mean time he made 
me a present of several rich habits, and two ne- 
groes to attend me. . 
The next day he conducted me to a fair sum 


mer - house, whither he sent for his sisters; who» 
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Ut! | © were all so handsome, that I was distressed with 
I} || my own liberty, nor knew where to chuse, had 
k 


Wi! | not a principle of piety determined to the young 
i | F414 Armenian; who was not superior in beauty to the 
9 if | rest, but there was a decorum in her behaviour, 
| | | which the others wanted. She had more of the 


TY modesty and politeness of the European women, 
38 to whom you know I was always partial. My 
$i choice was fixed; and the more I conversed with 


— 
— 


9 — 


. 8 =_ 
I I i Ce ee AA ee ee EE )ꝛAmL I RT Ce SE CCS 
7 ? . *. « 


1 | ! my fair mistress, the more reason I found to ap- 
Wil | prove it. We were privately married by a chap- 
Wil | lain belonging to the British envoy. My generous 
| friend gave her a fortune, which abundantly re- 
5 3 paid all my losses; and, after a prosperous voyage, 
1 


lam safely landed in Holland. 

I have sent you this relation, as a memorial of 
| my gratitude to Heaven; whose clemency has re- 
| turned me more than measure for measure, and 
largely recompenſed that liberality it first inspired. 


9 MA 96 Adieu. 
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END OF VOLUME FIRST. 


